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achilles 


by Sleepy _koko 


Summary 


He could just sleep right now, he knew none of them were going to save them, if anything, 
they were most likely dead, killed because he didn’t comply with Monokuma’s threats. No 
one in the game was going to save him, they saw him as a villain, his plan went perfectly. 
He missed them. He lay there for a while, thinking of what to do. Hoping for the small 
chance one of them escaped, he had trust in his subordinates, his friends. 


He simply waited for the light, and once it shined he felt his consciousness drift. 
“We found another one!” 

“How did you find more? We already accounted for everyone, dead and alive,” 
“Which one do you think is stubborn enough to survive?” 


“Oh...“That bastard just won’t stay dead will he?” 


prologue 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


He recalled laying in the cold steel awaiting his death, watching as his reflection on the surface 
taunting him. He hated how the press’s surface was reflective. It was literally a moment for him to 
reflect. A last moment to reflect on his life so far, and how it will end. 


He has set everything up perfectly, they will see him as a villain to the end, they all hate him. The 
heartless monster who replaced what little innocence he had. They will believe he was the one who 
killed Kaito and voted for him. All Kaito had to do was play the part and it would be decided. 


He had nothing to go back to anyway. What would his friends say? They would watch him cause 
the deaths of two people. He was unfit to be the leader. What would his family say? They are all 
dead. It was a shame. He will never be able to see them again. Where he’s going is far below 
where they are. He hoped when Kaito dies he will be able to recite the small letter to the two of 
them up there. He should have written more messages, to all of his friends, and to his enemies to 
spite them. To that one detective who was so committed to finding a child, it ruined her whole 
reputation. He had a lot to say. So much to ramble and lie about, so many games he wanted to play. 
Places he wanted to visit. He wanted to see the rain again, go back to his old house, and visit his 
family’s graves. He always thought to grow up and getting married, to have kids and those would 
be the heirs to D.I-C.E. Or perhaps settling down and living by himself on a little island for the rest 
of his life like his friends proposed. He wanted to die happy and old, with no regrets, and 
surrounded by loved ones. Instead, he will die a villain. An inhuman, soulless, being. 


The mask he held for so long and refuses to let go of shall be the last sight he saw. It grinned at 
him so sadistically. He couldn’t tell if he was the one grinning at this point; his mask had been so 
glued to him that he wasn’t even sure if he could give it up. 


He formed a face of boredom, shutting his eyes to yawn. When he opened it again, his reflection 
was closer than before. The face taunting him again. He didn’t feel he was lying down, rather just 
floating somewhere in space. The figure across from him looked just like him, but his face showed 
no sign of pain, no blood, and his skin was a normal shade. 


“You deserve this don’t you?” 
“T know,” 


“Kaito is going to die because he killed you,” the voice was so expressive, compared to his the 
child’s voice felt dull and lifeless. 


“He is going to die anyway,” 


“Was Gonta the same story?” the voice quipped. He seemed to have a twisted joy in toying with 
him. He knew everything he was saying was true, just confronting those facts shortly before he 
died. 
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“Don’t tell me you are going to be silent now, this is your grand death, the great mystery, your last 
stand!” his reflection made a grand gesture, throwing his arms out as if a circus erupted behind him 
dazzling an audience of spectators. 


“T don’t know,” 
“Ha! For a boy who lies so much, you sure cannot face the truth, perhaps that’s on purpose,” 


the face morphed to another person. It was someone taller, a girl. Her eyes were soft and her navy 
blue hair was as frizzy as it usually was. Someone he knew he would never see again ever since he 
decided to end the killing game. Her tone changed from the mocking tone of his to the soft, 
sympathetic voice he would always reside in comfort when he had nightmares. 


“Did you really want to die?” she asked. 
“No one wants to die, but if it’s to end the-” he tried his usual tone, but he was cut off. 


“Then why are you trying to?” she asked, her voice holding no emotion. She had more confidence 
than he ever knew her for “We did so much to save you, are you going to let that go?” she shut her 
eyes for a bit before speaking again. 


“You have so much potential, that’s why I decided to let you live over us, please don’t waste it,” 
she said. He felt guilty to hear that from her. He barely remembered her, she made sure he couldn’t 
recall anything from his past. He’s still unsure how she did that. She really was the most confusing 
person he has ever met. 


He reached his arm out to say something, to grab her and hold her like he had when he was a child, 
but he felt his arm jerk before going blank. He didn’t know what was happening, and the figure 
almost ran over to him, but something seemed to be stopping her. He wanted her to embrace him, 
comfort him, and say things are normal. That there is no such thing as a killing game or despair. 
Just the three of them, not to forget his brother. As he thought of him a familiar figure peaked out 
from behind him. He gave a cheerful grin before stepping out. They looked nothing alike, so 
different most people assumed they were just friends. 


“Don’t tell me you don’t get more to do? What about our hide-and-seek games? All your friends 
would be so bummed if they could never compete in the game,” he smiled. “That’s how you 
should think of it! Just wait a little while and your friends might win the game!” 


He wanted to speak to him. He wanted to tell him that it was all over, that he was seconds away 
from death and he had gotten completely delusional from the pain and poison. It’s weird, he nearly 
forgot about that. Each breath of his felt like swords stabbing his lungs, while his eyes could barely 
keep themselves open. Sweat beating down and soaking his hair despite feeling freezing cold. 

The second figure shrugged and turned away, “Sometimes you really are a dummy, a suicidal 
manic,” his figure faded into the darkness. He felt himself drop to his knees looking at the woman 
again. Her eyes were filled with concern and pity. 


“T know I made mistakes... I know that I got G- I know I got people killed, ’m... ’m a monster. I 
j- just can’t do this anymore, I- I want to go home... I want to go back to you, or to someone... K- 
... he started to mutter out. He couldn’t recall the name he wanted to say. 


“T... [have to end it now! I have to e- end this killing game, and punish the sick people who watch 
it... I don’t want despair!” He screamed. There was nothing else he could do at this point. It was 
all in his mind, letting the mask slip might cause Kaito to stop the press and ruin his plan. He was 
poisoned, he was going to die anyway. He didn’t feel in control of his own body anymore, all he 
felt was pain. The woman kneeled down before him, a crying pathetic mess. She didn’t touch him, 
instead just faintly whispered something. 


“T know, you’ve done so much for others, but just remember something, what we did wasn’t for 


them, and we’ ve never regretted our actions,” she said, her voice like a song. It was soothing, it 
allowed him for forget the pain just for that moment, to forget the crushing press, the likely feeling 
of each of his organs and bones being pushed down with pops and breaks. To forget everything 
he’s done and the regrets that come with it. The poison eating away at his body little by little. 


He didn’t know how long they stayed there, eventually, her face faded a bit, as the reflection got 
closer and closer to him and his life faded back to reality. He was on the press. Breathing his final 
breaths. At this point, he only saw his face, a face that he no longer saw as his mask but as just a 
scared child. 


“T don’t want to die!” 


oh KK OK 


It took a while for him to come. All he could see was pitch black as he waited for his eyes to 
adjust. When it finally did, he could make out certain controls and different mechanisms. He 
realized he wasn’t wearing his shirt, just a thick jacket over his shoulders. The outside fabric was 
ruff while the inside was smooth, neither would classify itself as warm. However, it was the only 
thing he had to cling to. 

He slowly picked out some of the controls before opening the cockpit of the machine he was 
trapped in. The hangar was barely held up by broken pillars as the short sparks of electricity were 
the only things giving him some light. He looked around to notice he was in the cockpit of an 
exisal. He fiddled with the controls a bit before a large spark came to him. He had hoped that the 
machine would move for him, but that was out of the question. 


“Shoot!” he muttered to no one in particular. The kid looked around before crawling out of the 
cockpit and into the wrecked hangar. He knew he couldn’t stay long here. Pillars and large 
machines were barely holding together and leaning out. There was no clear exit or hole to peek out 
of, it was so dark he resorted to staying on the floor, feeling his way through the wreck. His back 
and arm were in extreme pain, and his legs and knees had heavy cuts to them. His memories were 
faded but he tried to recall the last events before he appeared here. 


“T’ it’s getting... harder to breathe, so please... can you...” 


“Hey, can I ask one thing? You want to ruin this killing game but... you kept saying how fun this 
game was,” 


“.. That was a lie... obviously... H- How could a game... that you’re forced to play... be fun...? I 
had to think this game was fun to survive... I had to lie to myself!” 


“You little...” 


“The bastards who created this game to toy with our lives... and the shits enjoying it... they all... 
piss me off! Th- that’s why... I’m willing to do whatever it takes... to end this game!” 

Now he remembers the lies, the deaths, Kaito. Did his plan work? It didn’t seem like a place where 
a killing game was still running. Was it possible that monokuma got so mad he decided to destroy 
the place? Then how was he alive? There had to be more to his memories. It felt like ages for him 
to reboot his mind and search for what happened after that conversation. 


“Are you ready?” 


“Just... g- get this over with,” 
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““W- what are you waiting for? I- if... I die of the poison... Maki...” 
“T know! But...” 
“Then do it!” 


He was lying down on something, something cold, with a jacket on, he was wearing it right now, it 
was warm. He was crawling on the floor right now, looking for something. He didn’t recall when 
he started to crawl, or even when he reached the floor. He continued to crawl, he crawled till his 
hand felt something flaky. He squinted to see what it was. Blood. It wasn’t his though, was it 
Kaito’s? It couldn’t be, Kaito was supposed to win the game, that or die trying. 


“Listen kid, I really can’t begin to understand you, after you fucking... with Gonta, I just don’t 
know anymore, you could be lying to me, just to get me to cooperate, but even if there’s a chance, 
even a small one that,” the man coughed, away from the one he was carrying. It was a violent 
cough, he could barely see or hear, yet he knew there was blood. “If I can break the game and save 
another’s life, I have to take it! That’s what heroes do!” he said. He was clinging to him so tightly. 
He must have put up a struggle, by the time of the memory he must have given up. He was going to 
die anyway, the poison was about to overtake him. 

He must have blacked out shortly after that, the memory cutting off harshly before he woke up. 
There was no way that he was still alive. If his plan was correct he should be dead now. Unless this 
is hell. He deserved hell, but this isn’t the correct hell. If it was hell he would be forced to see 
Gonta’s dead body, but he wasn’t going to be in hell, so at least Miu’s. 


There was something in him telling him he wasn’t in hell. The way he breathed, the way he felt 
each crumbling rock or debris. 


That idiot. 
That damn idiot! 


The kid bit at his nails a bit before looking around more. If there was this much blood, no matter 
who it belonged to, it just meant he was near the hydraulic press. Which meant he had at least 
some idea where he was. The press was near an exit if he could remember correctly, just gotta 
crawl his way to the front. Crawling was so demeaning, a supreme leader of evil like himself 
should not crawl like a little baby. 


“Aye, don’t sacrifice your life for pride no one else can see,” 

“Awww but what if someone was there to see me?” 

“The whole point is you are in the dark and no one can see you, it’s better to crawl,” 
“But what if they have super cool night vision goggles,” 

“See! I wouldn’t be surprised if someone like Namie or Nao would have them,” 


The memory was comforting, even though he complained back then, he took all of that boy’s tips 
to heart, and he took all of their advice to heart, probably the only reason he made it this far in the 
killing game. He continued to craw] till he reached some sort of wall. By then the pain was too 
much to bear, and he lay at the side of the wall. He imagined if he just stayed there his team would 
come in and save him. 

He wanted to bang his fist on the ground, he wanted to scream, call for help, and hope at least one 


of his friends would find him before he died alone. He thought back to his memories, what to do in 
a collapsing building. He pictured a vague room, surrounded by a bunch of people, with one in the 
front talking. 


“Well don’t shout for help, as your first option, no one wants to hear your whiny voice, cover your 
mouth with some sort of fabric, preferably a shirt,” 


He doesn’t have his shirt or bandana anymore, flushing it down the toilet. He took the sleeve of the 
coat and put it over his mouth. 


“Tf the place is about to collapse, don’t go under furniture you don’t want to get trapped, and head 
to the light,” 


“W- wait wait! Don’t head to the light!” 


“Not that light dummy,” the memory became a bit more precise, the older and far taller boy 
playfully smacking a girl on the head. He could recall laughing and going along with the two. 


“If I go into the light I won’t get to be with you anymore! Would you come rescue me instead? Be 
my knight in shining armor!” he leaped onto the older boy into a hug, giving the most innocent 
face he could. 


“T would rather kill myself,” 


“Neheehee... you don’t have to know how to detect a liar to know you’re lying,” everyone in the 
room laughed a bit, the more he thought of it the more figures began to form in his head. The 
twins, the doctor in her, himself making a big scene in the middle of a lecture. 


He could just sleep right now, he knew none of them were going to save them, if anything, they 
were most likely dead, killed because he didn’t comply with Monokuma’s threats. No one in the 
game was going to save him, they saw him as a villain, his plan went perfectly. He missed them. 
He lay there for a while, thinking of what to do. Hoping for the small chance one of them escaped, 
he had trust in his subordinates, his friends. 


He simply waited for the light, and once it shined he felt his consciousness drift. 
“We found another one!” 

“How did you find more? We already accounted for everyone, dead and alive,” 
“Which one do you think is stubborn enough to survive?” 


“Oh...“That bastard just won’t stay dead will he?” 


Chapter End Notes 


This is mostly to address the elephant in the room, Kokichi's fate. I will probably have 
a lot to ramble about in later chapters but for now, I want to thank everyone for 
reading and hopefully, you will stick around for the ride. 


the world outside, part one 


Chapter Notes 


Part one 
the outside world 


just for your reference (left to right) 


Namie 

Nao 

22? 

22? (seated) 
Yuuma 

27? 

22? 

22? 

Ren 

Kazu 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Yuuma Haruoto walked through the dazed alleyway. A girl was next to him, though her face was 
obscured. It could have been anyone, someone he knew, someone who was dead, or even a 
stranger his mind made up. He watched ahead as other people on the street talked and mingled with 
each other, the girl running up to join them. The more he looked the more he noticed that the 
people talking and conversing was skeletons. Stupid dream logic. He grabbed her arm before she 
left. 


“Don’t, it’s dangerous,” He told her. She shrugged before yanking her arm away and running to the 
light. Yuuma quickly chased after her, entering a crowd of people. The girl was now playfully 
waiting in line at the steps of a guillotine appearing in front of him. She wasn’t going up the steps, 
rather she was among a line of people ready to be executed that day. 


He was watching people cheer as someone before him was being forced up. He didn’t put up much 
of a struggle, rather seeming to have given up. Yuuma raised an eyebrow at the figure, his face 
coming into view. He was completely white. White straight jacket, white faded hair, his doll-like 
eyes even had a white tint to them. It was a child, short, and under that jacket, he was likely 
extremely thin. 


Yuuma pushed his way through the crowd before hearing himself scream out to the kid. The child 
looked over at Yuuma before being slammed down into position. He just smiled and laughed. The 
executioner started to say something, everyone started to cheer. He looked around to see people he 
knew, people he saw on TV, even those he saw at the nearby cafe. 


Yuuma started to scream before the executioner pulled down the guillotine on the child. 
Child. 


He was just a child... 


The next thing he saw was himself being pulled onto the podium. Seconds before he was just in the 
crowd. He kicked and screamed being forced by the faces of two people he recognized, the girl in 
the alley and the kid who just died. They threw him on and secured him to place. He screamed for 
somebody, anyone to give him mercy, but the crowd just cheered. 


Then it went black. 


He woke up in a minor jolt. The first thing that came into view was a car window. There was a 
minor sunrise coming overhead as the car he realized he was in had the perfect view of the ocean. 
The ways the sun floated over the water, reflected as the colors mixed into each other like a 
watercolor painting. He could see a couple of boats of tourists likely all passed out from partying 
through the night. He studied where he was seated. He was in a car, a normal car. Gray leather 
seats. He thought back to the dream. The child getting executed, the girl happily running to her 
own death. He let a bitter chuckle escape his lips. The world feels the need to remind him yet again 
of the state of his life. 


It’s fine, we finally made progress, once this plan is done then we will be one step further... I think. 
He repeated in his mind. He ran his hand through his hair, fully aware that even if this mission 
went well he is still miles away from avenging his brother’s death. No matter what I do, he is 
dead, I’ve lost and failed him. He threw his head back, looking to the side to see his best friend 
watching the road. 


“How far are we?” he asked softly, he didn’t want to startle his friend who likely assumed they 
were all asleep. 


“We’ve been driving for a couple hours, I’ve been tracking them the whole time,” Ren Sasaki said. 
Yuuma could tell that there were starting to be dark circles under his eye. He hasn't slept much 
since they started tracking the survivors of the fifty-third season of danganronpa. 


“When will we be stopping?” 


“Maybe in thirty minutes, you woke up at a good time, I was gonna blast annoying music to get the 
three in the back to wake up, shame I won’t be able to,” Ren said as Yuuma rolled his eye. He 
turned behind him and looked at three behind them. Kazu was leaning on the window, while Nao 
and Namie were leaning together. 


“Aye aye, time to wake up,” he called out. The sunlight was annoying enough to directly hit him in 
the eye, making it harder to see the sleeping trio. They were all dressed in their casual mission 
wear, missing the usual flair, but still designed to help their tasks the most. Namie was the first to 
wake up, her subtle movements nudged Nao and got him to wake up as well. Nao took a while to 
process what was going on before he made a subtle hit on Kazu’s shoulder, waking him up as 

well. 


“Morning...” Nao mumbled. 
“Good morning... what are we doing right now?...” Namie rubbed her eyes. 
“We were tracking the survivor trio right....”” Nao responded. 


“Ohhhh, are we gonna find them then hidden somewhere?” Namie yawned. “Or are we gonna 
catch them in public,” 


“How the fuck would a traumatized assassin, detective, and magician manage to get away with 
being ‘normal’ enough to do that,” Kazu said. 


“Not everyone is Riko,” Nao said, staring through the window. Everyone in the car paused for a 
moment, unsure of how to respond. Nao stared back wondering what he said wrong. When he 
finally realized he muttered an apology and looked away. It’s bad enough we can barely say their 
names without freaking out, some leader I am... I should probably work on getting a therapist, but 
the amount of time that takes to find someone who’s anti danganronpa, nonetheless trustworthy. 
Though now that I think about it, I doubt therapists would enjoy danganronpa, too much child 
trauma. 


“That reminds me, we got to be home by seven, that’s when the next episode airs,” Namie said. 
“Yuuma, you still watch that right?” 


“If I had any reason to stop, I would tell you,” 
“Fair... So are we there yet?” 

“Dear god, don’t you fucking start,” 

“Don’t be rude to my sister...” 


“That’s right! Insulting me is like insulting Nao, do you want to insult Nao?” Namie started to 
pout. Yuuma looked over to Ren, who gave a look through his sunglasses. Well, they are definitely 
awake. 


“Of course Ill love to insult Nao, you both share the same pig face,” Kazu laughed at both twins’ 
offense. Yuuma chuckled at the three bickering before yawning. 


“Tt’s too early in the morning to listen to this,” Yuuma said. 
“Why do you have to be so mean?” Namie pouted. 

“Cause it’s so fuckin fun to see you upset with me,” 

“You know... Namie and I can beat you to the ground together,” 
“If you can catch me,” 

“T can definitely catch you, and Nao can beat you to the ground,” 


“Really now? How about us three once we are done this shitty mission to have a race around the 
mansion, no better yet, the whole fucking island!” 


“You know how long that would take?” 

“No clue, but it would be so fucking fun!” 

“No, it wouldn’t,” 

“That’s because you’re a sore, Namie would definitely love it,” 
“Yeah!” 

“Namie...” 

“Oh, right, no it wouldn’t Kazu!” 


“Hahaha...” 


“You know, I never understood why people found those killing games fun, I mean I get the same 
entertainment from you lot, and that’s without having a mental breakdown in the middle of it,” Ren 
muttered to Yuuma. 


“It’s not entertaining, not even the two’s manics antics seem as fun as when I knew them,” 
“How... how did they act, or acting?” 


“Well, both lost most of their memories, the boss had major trust issues with everyone, never did 
anything to reveal their true selves, and his antics got even more off once the first trial ended when 
the motive videos ended, I hope they didn’t video edit us into that,” Yuuma recounted. He never 
found himself talking about the fifty-third game much, however, since they are finding that game’s 
survivors it’s only fair to give some more information. The group only watched together till the 
first execution, Namie throwing up at the sight of Rantaro’s body, lying on the library ground with 
his head caved in. Misaki even felt uncomfortable from watching a hanging girl’s body geting 
crushed to death. Yet the game somehow treated it all for fun. Little bears get themselves killed by 
the children. 


Danganronpa was good at that, the pink edited blood, the comedy, if Yuuma didn’t know better, it 
could all be a fun little reality show. 


He couldn’t bring it to himself to state how Kokichi passed. Riko had to convince everyone he 
had a peaceful death via some fast-acting poison. Her lie was that he was served cyanide in his 
drink unknowingly. The killer was doing it just for the sake of trying to escape and he got the 
justice he deserved. Yuuma knew better, she knew better, in fact, everyone knew better that 
Kokichi would never put himself in that situation. It was just a comfortable lie they could live with 
at the moment. 


“When he went completely unhinged was after that... that stupid bi..., tried to kill him, I-” he 
stuttered for a moment recalling the end of the fourth trial, he hadn't felt truly afraid till that 
moment where he truly thought Kokichi became the one thing he and Riko aimed to make sure 
never happened. Ren probably could tell he didn’t want to continue so he went to Riko’s ongoing 
game. 


“Riko, well, they kept more of her memories, she didn’t seem to know exactly who she was 
referring to, but she mentioned a couple of us, even dropping her nickname for the boss,” he went 
on. “She still acts mostly like herself, which is already unhinged enough,” 


He gave a sharp laugh before he started to notice the silence from the backseat. Nao, Namie, and 
Kazu stopped bickering to learn the rest of Yuuma’s story. They stared in silence for what felt like 
ages. Ren signed and reached to play the music but Yuuma quickly decided to recite the plan 
again. 


“Anyways, we should discuss the plan. There are a couple of ways we can do this, the first is if 
they are peaceful to peacefully talk and convince them we are not a threat, if they are hostile we 
will set up a trap in the car and get them afterward,” a plan that made no account of any other 
possibilities, what would happen if the cops showed up? Or if the survivors get away and they 
wasted all this time for nothing? Yuuma has made no good plans before, he has to work on these 
skills, and rely on his team to improvise and not screw up just in case. They talked a bit more about 
the plan, it mainly contained using this stop as their best shot. Yuuma predicted that the survivors 
have been low on food and basic survival needs, and will require them to steal things to be able to 
stay in the forests undetected. 


While the group had some experience being hunted and running away from the law. The survivors 


of danganronpa fifty-three were a completely different story. The residents of this island either 
worshiped or despised the killing game, but it’s unknown if the survivors knew that. It takes time 
to understand how it works around here. Especially who to trust and what is the underground and 
who are the danganronpa-worshiping maniacs the island is better known for. Yuuma continued 
with the backup plan for a trap until Ren pulled up at an alleyway. 


Yuuma shut his eye thinking of what to say, he prepared a simple pep talk in his mind before 
turning back to the trio. They were fixing their jackets and putting on their masks, Namie was tying 
her two ponytails together to make sure they didn’t get in the way. 


“Welp! You lot know the plan, don’t get your throats slit,” Yuuma made a click clap as he 
unbuckled as the three in the backseat got their masks on. Yuuma paused for a second looking back 
at them, making a last-minute decision. “Leave your masks here, use the cheap ones we bought at 
the gas station,” 


“What why?” Namie was the first to ask. 


“T dunno if they saw the boss’s motive video, and if our masks showed up in them, can’t afford the 
risk, at least one of them is supposed to be smart,” Yuuma sighed for a moment, trying to recall the 
later episodes where they explored Kokichi’s room. They couldn’t see if they appeared on the 
motive video if it was just their faces, or actors, or what was naught. 


He recalled Kokichi’s whiteboard, it said that he could at least trust Shuichi, but did he still trust 
Shuichi? At the end of trial four, he was extremely insulting, it was probably justified though. Do I 
even have the right to judge any of them for what they said or how they acted? 


“Ohhhh,” Namie slapped her fist to her open hand. The rest of the group pulled up their black 
hoods and left the car. They waited for the trio to get out of sight, Kazu putting his arms behind his 
head and the twins making conversation about something. It left just Ren and Yuuma in the car. 


“You think they will actually come with us?” Ren asked. 


“Not at all, they are terrified, from the little ’ ve watched of them, they are hostile to everyone, 
staying in the forests, one is always awake and guarding, they barely have any food, they are 
basically a bunch of injured wild animals,” 


“T don’t doubt they got that from the killing game,” Ren said. Yuuma nodded in agreement. 


"Which is why we gotta get them now, Maki could survive, but with the other two, they are bound 
to die sooner or later, some people aren't built for that life," Yuuma explained. He lived that for 
most of his free life. He knew how things ran, what to look out for, and what to avoid. There is a 
reason why Yuuma had street smarts and could fair in a fight, or to make up for his weakness, 
Kokichi was quick and beyond intelligent. These kids were basically wiped off most of their 
memories, in the best case they only know life on the mainland. Things worked differently on the 
island, people were more obsessed. They were hyper fans while the annoyed and more neutral 
workers stayed silent. 


Yuuma and Ren continued to discuss a bit about causal things, like the weather and the new mobile 
game Ren has started to play. At some point, Ren decided he wanted to ramble about a new 
philosophy he’s been reading up on and then switched to anime. After a while Yuuma got out 
himself, leaving just Ren inside. 


“Imma head on a walk, clear my head, call me when they are with us, my coms are always on,” he 


said before leaving the car. Ren just silently nodded and pulled out his phone to fiddle with some 
mobile game. 


The plan should be simple enough, they go in, introduce themselves as rebels to team danganronpa, 
state they lost someone in a killing game, the survivors come in, join the group, then Yuuma gets 
to convince them that their organization and Kokichi Ouma are not like what impression they got 
from the killing game. That was extremely simplified, yet Yuuma was proud to come up with at 
least that much. 


Of course, he had his backup plan, the trap he set up in case they didn’t come peacefully. He felt 
the plan was more thought out, due to there being more risks if it ended up going that route. He 
didn’t want to take any chances. He had a hope that they would come willingly, though it was quite 
far out there. 


He wandered the city streets, listening to people talk about their days and heading in and out of 
their jobs. A couple of young adults were discussing the newest episode. Taking their predictions 
of who they thought was going to die next. Apparently the highest to die are Kyoko who is not 
related to the original, and Kazuki. One mentioned she was going to go on a tour of one of the old 
killing game locations later that day, the other begged to join her. She continued to talk about it but 
shut her down as the tickets were too expensive for two. 


Two children ran across the street playing around, Yuuma always envied those whose lives weren’t 
ruined by Junko Enoshima and everything that transpired after her death. The children were likely 
not allowed to watch the game yet. While through the years the game has been edited to be more 
friendly, they still had to censor the more graphic murders that naturally happened, a lot of the time 
trials are describing murders more graphic than what actually was shown on screen. It’s well 
known that the show cuts out any scene that seems too “realistic” like panic attacks or "characters" 
suffering any form of trauma. 


There were posters advertising the current season. It showed a monokuma mask with a cosplayer of 
Junko Enoshima laying over it. The poster scribbled over her face so the actress was unknown, she 
might be one of the willing players of the killing game. 


Whenever he saw her, Yuuma wished that Junko Enoshima was never born. He couldn’t have 
wished a painful death on her, she would have enjoyed that, but a painless merciful death was not 
worth it. He didn’t know how he wanted her to suffer. He didn’t know how to make someone who 
enjoyed suffering, pay for their crimes. Even if she had little part in the creation of team 
danganronpa, she still caused a domino effect to create it. 


He crossed a table selling merchandise of the current and last few seasons of the game. Most of the 
fifty-first season things were gone, it wasn’t that popular compared to the surrounding seasons so 
it’s unlikely the seller will buy any more merch. The fiftieth season was always going to have 
merch on the table till the sixtieth season came out. Other generic things like the first three killing 
games and some not sold out merch from the last killing game. Kokichi became one of the biggest 
advertisements of the game, little keychains, shirts, posters, and other types of merchandise 
showing Kokichi’s face was being sold all over. It also helped that Kokichi had his checkered 
pattern to make him more “iconic”. Yuuma almost debated on buying a cute little plushie of 
Kokichi once, but he didn’t want to give a single cent to team danganronpa or anyone trying to 
profit off them. 


Besides Kokichi the season used Kiibo, Kaito, Shuichi, Maki, Kaede, and Himiko as their biggest 
selling points, Rantaro was more iconic in his season fifty-two outfit so he is rarely given merch of 
his fifty-third one. Tsumugi as well. She only had a few of the fifty-third season, mostly 


mastermind based. The only important ones were the interesting characters, those they can mass 
market. Miu was also famous to market, but more sold in adult-only areas rather than in the public. 


“Are you interested young man? A keychain, maybe a plushie?” The man called out to Yuuma as 
he passed and held up two items, the first was a plushie of Kaede, the other was a keychain of 
Kyoko Takao, a player in Riko’s game. She doesn’t do much but her outfit is very marketable and 
she is beloved by fans. 


“Screw off,” Yuuma muttered. 
“Oh oh you are one of those, bad for business your kind,” the man sneered. 


“Anyone with half a brain can tell these prices are a ripoff, so you probably get better business 
without me,” Yuuma rolled his eyes as he walked by some of the stores. 


The news was playing at a cafe, giving the week’s weather reports. It was going to remain sunny 
for most of the days but by the end of the week it was going to rain. High chance of thunderstorms. 
It was a decent report for a tropical island. People tended to come on vacation here not just for the 
danganronpa stuff but also for the beaches and pieces of history the island held. There were some 
reports of a tropical storm forming close by, the reporter stating this might cause issues for 
dananronpa’s episode release if it becomes stronger. 


The small town wasn’t that busy that day, most people were on the beaches or touring different 
danganronpa-themed attractions. Yuuma himself has only visited high-traffic areas to take part in 
Kokichi’s pranks or goofy missions. He was a good pickpocketer and his main trick was to steal 
multiple items from different people and give random items to other people. The first step was 
people freaking out about their missing objects, the second was for them to accuse those who had 
them. Then realizing it was a trick, the mess of trying to return items. At this point, Yuuma would 
fake being a part of the game with Kokichi to make sure all items were returned. 


Most of their goals were just harmless tricks and fun plots to cause chaos. He made a promise to 
someone that they would have a peaceful life, away from the drama, away from despair and 
danganronpa. He broke that promise, and he could never take it back. It was his fault, he should 
have chosen a better place to settle over Jabberwock. They could have fled the country and lived in 
peace and poverty. Kokichi Ouma was dead now, and in her rage, Riko signed her life away as 
well. Now he has to wait and watch as she gets closer and closer to possible death. He can’t go 
through dealing with Kokichi’s death again. Ever since she disappeared and they found her name 
on the roster of the next killing game, Yuuma hasn’t slept without nightmares or waking up in the 
middle of the night to try to plan something, to make some progress in saving her. 


He could still recall how he felt when Kaito emerged from the exisal instead of Kokichi, despite 
knowing whoever did come out was going to die anyway. He recalled punching a wall in rage, 
Riko clasping her hands over her mouth and clinging on to him, dropping them both to the ground 
as she cried into his shirt. He recalled staying like that for what felt like hours, the episode finished 
itself and it swapped the usual danganronpa discussion panel by the time they finally fell asleep. 


“We lost two fan favorites this episode, though we finally figured out a couple of things, that 
Kokichi Ouma is not the mastermind,” one of the panel members said. 


“That’s right, it’s a shame too, he was my main suspect,” a guest panel member said. 


“Why is that?” the host, a former mastermind, responded, "he was almost to obvious to not be a 
red herring," 


“Simple, Kokichi Ouma is the only member of the game with no outside identity, people have tried 
facial recognition, name searches, all of that, you would be shocked that even the fandom can’t 
find anything!” 


“That’s fair, the fans have been able to even discover the locations of certain seasons, the forums 
have been all over this season, the main place people suspect is Jabberwock island,” 


“Oh, they haven’t done one on Jabberwock in a while really, maybe they are reusing a former 
set?” 


“That’s what I suspect, even if not on Jabberwock, danganddit user @ ronpahunter states ‘after 
rewatching a couple of past episodes, I was able to count the exact amount of tiles surrounding the 
innermost dome, it is the same size as at least five different past killing games,’” 


“Well, couldn’t that mean that they like consistent sizing?” 


“No, this game is bigger than the average location, so they likely reuse at least one of their domes, 
the last dome with that sizing has already been checked by the fans, and no hope there,” 


The talk show always ran a couple of hours after the weekly episode, the only exception was the 
trial episodes of the current season, where since the trials were live-streamed, the talk show would 
come in during intermissions to talk more. 


When Yuuma finally woke up the next day, he completely denied the fact that Kokichi was never 
going to make it home again. It took a few minutes to even recall the events of the night before. 
Riko had to lie to the group about what happened when they asked the next day. They created a 
small funeral and gravesite for Kokichi shortly after. There was a worldwide “official” funeral 
where fans all cried and acted as if they cared about him. It was shared with Kaito, Miu, and 
Gonta, as during national events, the government could not afford up to thirty-nine days where 
everyone goes on the streets to be upset. The only recent exception was Kirumi due to being the 
prime minister’s daughter. 


Yuuma didn’t want Kokichi to be remembered, he didn’t want him to be famous and talked about. 
He wanted Kokichi to live. He was a child, everyone in danganronpa were children, why did these 
sadistic sons of... form their game with children. Why was Kokichi’s life set up for him to always 
suffer? He knew Kokichi, he saw him as a brother. Kokichi was a playful kid, always jumping 
around and climbing on top of Sachi to be more commanding. 


Riko couldn’t move on from her grief, she had to take revenge, and now that is making all of them 
suffer. He will have to mourn her as well someday. He was only two years older than her, and she 
was only two years older than Kokichi. They are all children, he became an adult legally only a 
couple of weeks ago, but he felt he had to act like one for years before that. He wanted to keep the 
innocence of those around him, sacrificing his own innocence for them, yet they kept creeping into 
their house and beating it out of them with a crowbar. Maybe they already lost it, none of us really 
know what happened to Kokichi before Riko and I got to him, and Riko definitely has a couple of 
skeletons in her closet. Why did all of this have to happen to him? 


“Are you ok?” a gentle old woman patted his shoulder causing Yuuma to sharply turn around. He 
didn’t realize till then that he stopped in the middle of the sidewalk, completely lost in thought. He 
hoped no one could figure out what he was thinking, Kokichi always said he was easy to read. 


“Y- yes... Sorry, I was just thinking of someone I lost,” he said. He didn’t know why he needed to 
tell anything to an old woman, but her comforting nature and gentle eyes made him feel safe in a 
crowd of people who would have enjoyed watching him get crushed to death if he were in a game 


show. Old people here usually were on vacation or they got moved here to be compensated from 
losing someone, or perhaps she was in a killing game herself. No... too old for that. It didn’t look 
like it, most killing game survivors have that look in their eyes, no one spots it but once one finds 
the signs, they can spot a killing game survivor from miles away. 


“Tt’s good to remember those you’ ve lost, but don’t leave it just to yourself, make sure to spread 
their legacy to everyone, talking about it will help you at ease,” she said. 


“Did you lose someone close to you?” 


“My grandson, and shortly after my husband’s health was declining, that’s when we decided to 
take their offer to live the rest of our days out here, he passed a couple weeks ago,” 


“T’m so sorry for your loss,” Yuuma muttered. 


“T know that it’s not worth crying about, I’m getting there in age and it’s better to help others in 
there, especially my grandson’s memory, and hopefully his legacy will outlive me,” the old woman 
muttered to herself before going into her purse and grabbing a small card. She handed it to Yuuma. 
He inspected to see it was an invite to her cafe. 


“T might have a couple of friends that can help you in your mission,” she whispered. 
“Huh?” Yuuma stuttered. 


“Heh... You kiddos might think you’ve seen the world, but believe me, we old folks still have ways 
of picking up things you won’t get,” the woman smiled before walking away. Yuuma realized that 
he never got her name before noticing how she disappeared. He put the card inside his phone case 
before thinking back to the mission. Right... the reason why he’s across the island anyway. He 
pulled his walkie-talkie out and made a check-in. 


“Um... Pluto to Rasputin, do you copy, over,” he crept to the back of some alleyway. 
“Tt’s Rasputin, do you copy?” Kazu called back through. 
“Loud and clear, what’s your progress, over,” 


“We are stuck in the forest, we got into a bit of a scrabble with Maki Harukawa, now we are laying 
low probably have to do plan B, over,” 


“Roger that, what’s your general location, persona and I can meet you over with supplies, over,” 


“Roger that, We just passed the Hoshimomo cafe, we’ll meet you there, over and out,” Kazu shut 
off the communication. Everything went to plan, it would be terrible if they let’s say... kidnapped 
them randomly, I doubt they could get away with that anyway. Yuuma called Ren to have him pick 
him up. He didn’t have to wait long before he pulled up. While Ren was setting the directions to 
the Hoshimomo cafe, Yuuma fiddled with the card the old woman handed him. 


Hoshimomo cafe, come next Wednesday at 6 pm. I know a very smart detective that if your mission 
goes well, will be able to help you out. 


He paused reading the text. He looked at Ren who was busy with his eyes on the road. It wasn’t 
too busy and Yuuma chose to watch the areas around in case he wanted to follow the old woman. 
Hoshimomo cafe wasn’t anything suspicious when Yuuma finally pulled up, just a wood cafe on 
the corner of a road. Across from the road was the forest, lining the edge of the town. Ren decided 
to park right next to it. Yuuma was the first to get out and started to look at his phone before 


watching Ren run to the back to grab the supplies they needed. 
“How far in the forest do you think they are hiding?” Ren asked. 


“Not that deep I presume, even if you are running away from society you gotta stick close to town 
in case you gotta steal from people,” Yuuma crossed his arms. 


“If you say so,” 


“Back when I was on the streets, we would have a forest spot where in case anything went wrong, 
like being kicked out of the sleeping spot of the day, we would meet and sleep there, can’t go too 
deep in case there are animals and such,” 


“What do you mean, there are no animals on Jabberwock,” Ren scoffed. 


“You'll be surprised,” Yuuma said, catching a small bag Ren handed him. “Before we roped all of 
you lot in, we sound some wild stuff 


The two turned to the forest, looking to see where to start. Ren suggested they just go straight and 
Yuuma agreed it was the most logical. 


oh KKK 


“Aye aye, why did you go so far deep?” Yuuma and Ren walked in on Nao and Namie sitting 
around. Nao put an arm out to shush them, pointing to what seemed to be two figures in the 
distance. Despite this, neither boy decided to kneel down and hide themselves. Ren stared up and 
threw one of his bags to the tree. 


“Stop fuckin talking, or you’re gonna get us caught,” Kazu shouted from the top of the tree, despite 
his voice clearly making sure the whole forest heard them. In fact, no one seemed to be very good 
at hiding. Nao got up from his position to talk with Yuuma. They were all in generic store-bought 
masks. It didn’t matter since in theory survivors didn’t know their faces, it was mostly because 
masks are cool and no one wanted to do missions without them. 


“So what’s the plan, I only spotted Shuichi and Himiko making a small overnight camp, looks like 
they plan to stay the night in the forest,” Nao said. 


“Where’s Maki?” Yuuma raised an eyebrow under his mask. Nao just shrugged. 

“Well we got into a small scuffle with her, but we just faked that we gave a shitty excuse. We’ve 
been looking all over for the bitch, she seems to not be with them, likely in the town, after she 
dismissed us,” Kazu called from overhead, playing around with the items in the bag. Namie turned 
around with them and spun around, her ponytails hitting Nao in the face. 


“So I guess we wait here till they spot us, or when Kazu is done setting the trap,” Yuuma said, “of 
course, we will reveal ourselves, making us bait, drop the net on Maki, and kidnap the other three,” 
He finished with a smile. 


“Of course, perfect plan as usual bos-” Nao wasn’t able to finish before a flash of red eyes 
appeared behind him. The figure quickly knocked him in the head, causing him to fall to the 
ground. 


Maki Harukawa, the ultimate assassin. 


“Nao!” Namie shouted before Ren ran in to attack Maki. Namie was able to sneak behind her and 
pull her down. Maki easily overpowered both and knocked them to the ground. She grabbed her 
knife and sprinted towards Ren. Right before she could stab his leg Yuuma rushed in and grabbed 
her arm. He quickly twisted it and dodged a kick from Maki’s side. Yuuma quickly countered with 
his own kick to the back of Maki’s ankles and shoved her over to knock her off her balance. 


“Do you want to die?” she muttered before rushing Yuuma again but this time to put Yuuma in a 
chokehold. Yuuma quickly lowered his chin before using his free arms to try to push her arms 
down and escape the chokehold. He brought his leg up to kick her in the gut before Ren and 
Namie rushed in to pull her off. 


Maki grabbed her knife again and managed to get a decent stab right into Ren’s side, causing him 
to scream in pain. Yuuma resisted every urge he had to go help his friend and instead grabbed the 
handle of the knife and threw it away, throwing another kick right to her stomach. Namie grabbed 
the other arm before Yuuma stomped his foot over Maki’s to secure her down, Namie did the 
same. 


Before Maki could break free Yuuma looked up to signal to Kazu to finally drop down, holding 
two chained cuffs of different lengths. He quickly got to work securing Maki’s arms to the hanging 
chain and went down to get her legs cuffed. He gave an awkward glance up at Maki before turning 
away, making sure she couldn't see his face, despite the mask. 


“Shuichi! Himiko!” she screamed out turning her head back to check if her friends were ok. What 
she was greeted with was both of them sitting back to back, their arms and legs tied. Leaning over 
their heads as an armrest waited for Nao, completely awake and unaffected by Maki’s original 
blow. All of their masks allowed them to show their mouths, allowing everyone to see Nao’s 
stupid, twisted grin. Someday I want to learn how to do those nightmare expressions. Yuuama 
frowned. 


“Just like you said, use us as bait, and she’ Il attack, perfect as always,” Nao finally finished his 
statement. He didn’t really hold this sentiment to Yuuma’s plan-making skills, but it made a good 
one-liner. 


Maki turned harshly to Yuuma, who grabbed the knife and started to toy with it. He didn’t like 
knives that much but he always recalled Riko intimidating people the way she fiddled with knives 
in her arms. He didn’t need his own way to scare people, he was just the stand-in because they 
were going to get Riko back. 


“Please stop fighting, I just want to talk,” Yuuma spun the knife’s handle around his hand, trying to 
keep the blade away from his arms. 


“You planned this,” Maki sneered. 


“Of course we did bitch,” Kazu put his hands behind his head before leaning back on a tree. “I 
know the Holy Salvation, you lot are strong and silent, not very clever most of the time,” 


“And yes, the whole point was to make us look as stupid as possible so you would let your guard 
down to attack us,” Ren said, inspecting his wound. Yuuma quickly rushed over to him to help 
pick him up. He quickly inspected it as well and saw it was just a flesh wound, Ren barely 
managed to dodge her. It definitely needed to be checked by Misaki, but he could still function. 
Good because... I don’t know the way home, Kazu sucks at driving and neither of the twins even 
knows how to drive. 


Yuuma went into his bag and grabbed some water to quickly wash the wound before he grabbed 


some spare bandages and started to wrap them around Ren’s side while applying pressure. When 
he was finally done he let his hand out for Ren to grab. He smiled and finally got up to see Nao and 
Namie bringing Shuichi and Himiko over. The two gave a slight struggle however they overall 
looked more tired and weak than Yuuma ever recalled them in the killing game. 


Now that he thought of it, even Maki gave a pretty bad fight for someone so good. Yuuma only 
knew basic self-defense and he was able to get some hits in. He pointed to seat the trio all ona 
broken log from some fallen tree, allowing them to all face Yuuma. Shuichi narrowed his eyes at 
Yuuma, trying to pick him apart and his motives. 


“Alright, so now that we are all together, I say we get some introductions over with,” Yuuma 
clapped his hands together. Relishing in his power over Maki and Shuichi. He made a dramatic 
bow in front of Maki in particular. “My name is Pluto, I am the leader of a small organization, you 
may or may not know the name,” he grinned. The four he brougt all exchanged looks, unaware that 
Yuuma had decided to use codenames. 


“I’m persona,” Ren waved his arm in a solute. 
“T’m fairy, this is Rome,” Namie did a curtsy with her dress and nudged to Nao. 


“T’m Rasputin, not really nice to fuckin meet ya,” Kazu shrugged. 


Yuuma nodded and walked over to Shuichi. Kneeling down to his level, close enough for Shuichi 
to study through the single hole in Yuuma’s mask. 


“Now, Shumai, you might have predetermined notions about myself and my associates, however, I 
can assure you that my actions do not display my true intentions,” Yuuma whispered. Shuichi 
narrowed his eyes, a small spark igniting in his. 


“Shumai...?” Shuichi started before Yuuma put a finger over his lips. 


“Now now, the little assassin girl is quite passionate about certain topics, so you don’t want to 
create a rift between us,” 


“What do you want?” Maki sneered. Yuuma sat up and turned away from the group, waving his 
arm. 


“Simple, we are but a simple group of rebels whose numbers are far too small to really make a 
difference, and we gotta do a bit of recruitment 


“And... and why do you need us for that?” Himiko muttered, her voice barely audible. 


“Well you are all runaway ultimates who are direct victims of the killing game,” Yuuma smiled. 
“So I’m sure you got a couple of bones to pick with the big guys upstairs,” 


“God?” Kazu said, dead serious. 


“Of course not! Wait what? Well... despite what all these crazy people might believe, Junko 
Enoshima was no god, instead a deranged high schooler who got herself crushed to death, at 
least... I think she got crushed to death,” 


“Actually it’s up to much academic debate on what the original remnants of despair got ahold of 
and managed with, the theory is they took the body of the other despair sister, Mukuro, over Junko, 
but another theory is Junko found a way to save her body right before getting crushed, and she later 
died of her injuries in the other sections of the ultimate punishment,” Ren interjected. Yuuma tried 
not to alter his facial expression. “This is mainly due to the fact that one took her hand, one 


attempted to take an eye, and another took her ovaries, however, all three are currently missing or 
out of the public eye, and the other recovered remnants have not said anything publicly about their 
whereabouts, it’s extremely annoying because I have to know, what happens if the girl who took 
Junko’s ovaries had a child, would it look like Junko, or would it look like her? Woud] that even 
affect the DNA of the child? Or even, would the mother even be able to have a child? So many 
questions I want to be answered and Yasano won't give them to me,” Ren seemed to be ready to 
ramble more before Yuuma cut him off. 


“That is all besides the point, now the real thing to discuss is if we can get this bad little first 
impression aside and have you join us,” Yuuma tried to show his point by making a small gap 
between his fingers. The trio looked extremely skeptical. Maki in particular looked angry. Shuichi 
was still analyzing, and Himiko was terrified. Yuuma quickly turned to Ren, who was leaning on a 
tree, looking at his wound. He didn’t sound like he was in too much pain but what Yuuma did was 
only temporary and needs to be checked on. We don’t have time to lay around. 


“Rome, is there any way you can convince them?” He asked Nao. Nao smiled and jumped forward 
to face the trio. 


“Of course, that’s my job, isn’t it? Ok... so since I’ve been given the rails, I guess I should 
mention that you three are clearly malnourished and hurt, we have a doctor friend who can help 
you recover, and a safe haven to keep you away from the law for as long as you desire...” Nao's 
voice was soft, he was always more quiet compared to the rest of the group. 


“How about you?” Shuichi asked, completely in detective mode. 


“Well we aren’t actually on the right side of the law either, like Pluto said, we are rebels against 
the killing game, as they took someone very, very special to us,” Nao said. Shuichi blinked for a 
moment, his eyes widening. Before he could say anything Yuuma stepped forward. 


“We can explain all you desire once we get back, the forest is very mucky, and I don’t like living in 
any less than grand mansions,” Yuuma laughed. 


“You, you live in a mansion?” Himiko murmured, intrigued. 

“He’s lying,” Maki said sharply. 

“T don’t think he is,” Shuichi said softly. 

“What?” 

“T dunno, can you trust me a bit on this, I don’t think these people want to hurt us,” 
“What are you talking about? Don’t you see that-” 


“T... I know, but I think that’s how they do things, besides, you did attack first,” Shuichi said, 
causing Maki to shrink down on herself, her eyes glowing red. Yuuma nodded his head at Namie, 
causing her to run over and untie Shuichi and Himiko, backing away with her hands up. Nao 
mimicked her. 


“You can attack us or escape, but I don’t recommend it, we are giving you a chance,” Yuuma said 
before signing Kazu to reach over and unlock the cuffs to Maki, getting a confused response. 


“T thought you wanted to keep her in cuffs, she does something,” Kazu titled his head at Yuuma. 
Yuuma crossed his arms and looked down. 


“No, that was a dumb idea, I want to show her we mean no harm, persona, can you still drive?” He 
looked over to Ren, who gave a thumbs up. “Good, go get the car, and make sure the coast is clear, 
we cannot risk anything, Fairy you join him,” 


The two nodded and ran away to grab the car, having the group wait till Namie ran back with a 
couple of jackets to hand the group. Kazu finally climbed up to gather the chains as Yuuma 
unlocked them. Shuichi quickly rushed over to Maki and put a hand on her shoulder. He was 
pleading with her. 


The two begin to whisper something, Yuuma barely catching what they are talking about, mostly 
Shuichi asking her to trust him and he will explain everything later. It took a while for them to do 
whatever they were doing. The rest of the group watched in silence. 


Eventually, she released a breath and started to walk forward to Namie, ripping a jacket out of her 
hands. Staring darkly at Namie’s smile. Her red eyes gave all the same message. Try anything 
funny, and I will kill all of you. Yuuma mentally shuttered at the thought. The rest of the group 
started to walk forward, leaving just Yuuma and Shuichi behind. 


“So why did you decide to trust us?” Yuuma whispered, putting his arms behind his head like Kazu 
usually did. 


“Tsn’t that what you want? Why bother to question that?” 
“Doesn’t hurt a guy to want to know what goes on in your insane little brain does it?” 
“You said you lost someone to the killing game?” 


“Yup, we actually don’t speak his name anymore, so don’t try it,’ Yuuma looked at him darkly. 
Shuichi signed in defeat before looking back. “So how did you figure it out?” 


“No one else has called me that nickname, you could be any viewer of the game, but I couldn’t 
detect any lies about you guys being rebels,” 


“Right right, but I could be a viewer and a rebel and still not have a reason for you to trust me,” 


“But when you said you lost someone, and you are a small organization, I was able to draw the 
lines from your hair in... that person’s motive video,” Shuichi explained. Yuuma put a hand to his 
chin. While they showed Maki and Shuichi finding Kokichi’s motive video, the show didn’t 
directly show the screen there, just the duo’s reactions to what was being said. Did they really 
show Kokichi us in his motive... how did they... oh god... 


“T will have to talk to you more in private about that, I have some questions about your killing 
game,” Yuuma muttered. 


“Will you tell Maki and Himiko?” 


“Not till I feel comfortable, it’s a shame too, we had to take down all our decorations for this 
mission,” 


“How long have you been tracking us?” 


“Not long, we just had a lot of people who are quick on their feet but lemme tell you,” Yuuma 
pointed his finger at him. “You need rest, you’re in such terrible shape right now just simply 
because you don’t know how to survive out on the run,” Yuuma shrugged, pulling the hood 
Shuichi grabbed over his head. “We’re almost there,” 


“Right,” he said, making sure the hood was secure. The rest of the group was taken ahead, Namie, 
Nao, and Kazu all sensing Yuuma wanted to talk with Shuichi in private. When they finally 
reached the light, Yuuma could see the street decently empty. Too empty for this to be natural. He 
peered over to see Ren on his phone, texting someone before he flashed a subtle smile looking at 
Yuuma. Good on Ren to call up the team and make some scene to distract them. Yuuma smiled to 
himself, proud of his friend. Yuuma leaped forward to check for cameras and after he saw none, he 
led Shuichi to the middle seat, before opening the door he leaned over and whispered to Shuichi. 


“Welcome to D.I.C.E,” 


Yuuma Haruoto 

Height- 6’00 

Weight- 143 Lbs 
Birthday- August 17th 
Likes- spicy foods 
Dislikes- romance movies 


Chapter End Notes 


thank you everyone for reading the official first chapter! I wanted to make it all the 
way until we met with the V3 trio before I ended this chapter, so it's pretty long 
compared to the rest. I'm unsure how long I want to make the average chapter so they 
might be a bit inconsitent. I also am unsure about posting dates, for now, I'm going to 
try to do weekly or bi-weeky on Mondays. I'm new to fanfic so I'm still trying to figure 
things out so just... bear with me. For later notice most of the measurements and terms 
I will try to apply to Japan, so using the metric system for example. The only 
exceptions would be author notes and character bios because... I'm sorry I'm too 
American lamo. If you have any questions feel free to ask I love reading comments 
(see tags) and will try to reply to everyone I see. I will try to have the labels on all the 
dice characters on the top comment (as seen in this chapter) as they are revealed. At 
some point, I would also like to include my own illustrations of them as I've altered 
their outfits a bit just so they can all look unique and fit the tone I'm looking for. If 
you see any major spelling mistakes and such please tell me, I've tried my best to edit 
it but when I do my final go-through with Grammarly they like to take a perfectly 
normal sentence and ruin it (but alas I need it due to my ability to not know when to 
use "than" vs "then", and hyphens, I get a lot of hyphen issues) 

so long and get ready for a fun ride 


the world outside, part two 


Chapter Notes 


order 
Namie 
Nao 
Daido 
22? (seated) 
Yuuma 
29? 

29? 
Misaki 
Ren 
Kazu 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Yuuma chewed the tip of his pen as he paced across the hall from Misaki, the doctor's room. 
Shortly after the group arrived they got a wide welcome from Misaki. She cheered for them barely 
keeping it together in a smile. 


The group rushed Ren over to get checked by her. He kept pushing Yuuma to stop him from 
carrying him the way through. Despite having a stab wound as well. When Namie explained it was 
Yuuma's fault, not Ren's, she softened up a bit, accepting Yuuma's screwup. 


That was without a sharp glare in Maki’s direction that was so dark Yuuma could swear Maki was 
surprised. The only other person who greeted them was Daido, leaning out from the balcony and 
waving. 


Eventually, the group got settled down with Himiko and Maki being led to their own rooms, 
forcing Kazu to monitor security cams on Maki, or rather he volunteered because he had nothing 
better to do. He’s called down a couple of times to report Maki mainly just sat around and Himiko 
slept. Nao and Namie did whatever secret twin things that twins did. 


Shortly after they got Ren all patched up Misaki asked for Shuichi and Himiko to check up on 
them. All Yuuma could do was sit around and pace the room. 


Ren and Daido were also in the room, Ren playing a game on his phone while Daido fiddled with 
his thumbs. 


Daido got to be the one who got to talk to Maki about her killing game experience, Ren 
volunteered but no one seemed too keen for Ren to ask progressively uncomfortable questions to 
Maki. Especially since he just got stabbed. Dadio wasn’t a bad substitute, he got quite a bit of 
information from her. 


He continued to pace thinking about everything that happened that day. The weird note from the 
old lady, Shuichi, figured everything out, Maki being more of a threat than anything. It was all a 
pain, he hated leading, and he hated having to take control of everything. 


“You ok dude?” Ren eventually asked when Yuuma’s pacing got annoying. 
“They’ve been in there for a while,” 
“Maki said they’ve been on the run for weeks, and rarely able to get food,” Daido said. 


“T guess... hopefully, they will end ok,” he muttered. He didn’t hate any of these people enough to 
wish them harm. Sure, he blamed them for Kokichi’s death, but he didn’t like how skinny the trio 
was back when they found them. 


“With Misaki? Depends on her mood,” Ren replied. 


“Well... while we wait, do you want to know more about what Maki said?” Daido asked before 
Yuuma sighed again. 


“Yeah, could get us some more information, and get my mind off things,” Yuuma pinched his 
forehead. 


“She described the killing game from her perspective, she skipped most of the trials and mainly 
told me about stuff that wasn’t shown on screen, she spend most her time in her room, her 
relationship with the astronaut and the boss,” 


“What did she say about the boss,” 


“She’s conflicted,” as Daido spoke, Ren’s eyes moved away from his game to focus on the 
conversion, “she believes what she did was justified with what she knew but knows her actions got 
Kaito killed, she didn’t want to say anymore,” 


“It seemed it was too much for her,” Ren continued. 
“Then she can cry me a river," 


“What?” Ren looked surprised at Yuuma’s hostility. He knew Yuuma was never going to like or 
forgive Maki for her treatment of Kokichi since she took part in the event that took his life, 
however, he didn’t expect him to be this direct. Though he didn't know everything, he didn't know 
just how Maki shot him and strangled him. 


“Besides recounting that, she didn’t say much, I didn’t press her about the boss, actually we wore 
masks to hide our expressions so she didn't press much,” Dadio finished. Wearing masks for the 
majority of them was easiest, none of them were even close to the level Kokichi and Riko were at 
controlling their expressions, while Kokichi used it to freak people out with his faces, Riko chose 
to use it to tell more convincing lies. The only major issue is that at least everyone learned how to 
make creepy faces. Usually twisting their smiles or looking insane. Yuuma was the only one who 
couldn’t do that, he could make his expressions dark and threatening, but he couldn’t morph his 
face as if a horror movie came to life. 


“What is she doing right now?” 


“Namie and Nao led her into the room Sachi and I prepared,” Daido said. “We told her to get some 
sleep but I doubt she would let her guard down, we put Kazu in there with a walkie-talkie in case 
anything happens. 


“He’s in the room alone?" Yuuma perked up. 


“Well, he’s alone in the room sure, but Sachi is watching through cameras, she is basically locked 


in aroom where Sachi has control of all technology, so I doubt she can escape very far,” Daido 
finished. Yuuma bit at his nails a bit, turning away from a concerned Ren and Daido. I'm not 
worried about her escaping... 


“Alright, so no one is dying, I can’t let them die on my watch, ha... that would be dumb, to die, 
shortly after you got saved,” he muttered to no one in particular as he stared at the door. 


“And no one is going to die, the two are just tired and malnourished,” a voice came from the other 
door next to the one Yuuma was staring at. Right, there were two doors to that room. The woman 
scratched the back of her head and yawned. Her doctor’s jacket wasn’t covered in blood which was 
a decent sign along with her reports. I’m freaking out over nothing, I literally just saw them and 
both of them were intact. “I mostly just checked everything and let them sleep, the detective 
already woke up again, just reading one of my novels,” 


“Who’s in worse condition?” Ren asked. 


“Himiko, the witch girl, she’s not built for any of this, though I doubt Shuichi spent any of his life 
doing active work,” Misaki explained, “if you would like, you can talk to him inside,” 


“Yeah, I got some questions, Daido, get our masks, I want a dramatic reveal,” Daido nodded and 
Ren stood up to come with Yuuma. 


“Dramatic reveal?” Ren raised an eyebrow. 
“We’re DICE, everything we do must be dramatic,” 
“The detective oddly didn’t press me on the masks, care to explain?” Misaki said. 


“T got to calm him down, simple,” Yuuma laughed, approaching her to make sure she knew he was 
taller. He really needed to stop being scared of her, Kokichi wasn’t scared of her, and he was three 
years younger and kilometers shorter. Yuuma was a year older than her. He can’t be scared of a 
teenager. 


“Something tells me you are hiding something from me,” Misaki crossed her arms. 


“All shall be explained soon, but I need to discuss some things with Shuichi Saihara,” Yuuma 
headed over to the door, waving over Ren and Daido to come with him. 


“Alrighty then, I’m going to wash my hands and check in on Maki, you know the drill,” She turned 
away with a flutter of her jacket. 


Everyone knew the drill too well. Don’t touch anything, don’t look at anything, and don’t hurt the 
patient physically or mentally or else one would be subjected to her wrath. Ren pulled out his game 
while he waited for Dadio. 


Dadio was a strong person, before his father died he trained to be a strongman. After he died and 
he was left an orphan, slowly becoming a shell of who he was. When Kokichi roped him in DICE 
he got back into weightlifting and could punch down a door if he wanted to. Kokichi noticed that 
being a strongman didn’t make him as happy as he thought so he conspired with the girls to get 
him to slowly become more into sewing and architecture. When Kokichi made all his plans, it was 
Dadio’s plan to give it the DICE flair before they started. In missions themselves, he was usually 
protecting what Misaki likes to call the "squishy members" which included Riko, Kokichi, and 
Ren. Besides that, he mostly kicks down doors if no one can lockpick it. 


After waiting a bit, he rushed back with the masks and Yuuma prepared himself to enter that room. 


He didn’t dislike them as much as Maki, but Himiko refused to accept who Kokichi was, and 
Shuichi ruined his final stand, effectively dying for nothing. He wasn’t fond of them by any means, 
however, he made a deal with Shuichi to let him in the circle and he needed to promise himself that 
he was not going to let biases created by the killing game affect him. 


Ren put a hand on his shoulder and tilted his head. He couldn’t see his expression but he imagined 
Ren would do a soft trademarked smile. He didn’t know much about the game, but he knew 
exactly how Yuuma felt, it was just the type of guy he is. 


The trio walked in the room to see a couple of beds aligned and the other side holding Misaki’s 
materials and other knickknacks no one dared to touch. She kept things neat, decorating more of 
her space with little travel items she finds around. Small small fox figures, little stone apples, 
amber-encased bugs. Himiko was sound asleep in her bed while Shuichi was sitting up, his nose 
was in a with the title reading, The Early Cases of Akechi Korogo . Yuuma raised an eyebrow at 
the title. Despite mentioning it, he was still shocked that Misaki let him read it. Misaki almost 
never lets people touch her books, especially if she hasn’t read it yet. 


“Ranpo? You like the classics?” Yuuma began. 


“Oh, it's just something that looked interesting, the woman before, she gave me a couple of books,” 
he said. Yuuma crossed his arms before nodding his head for Ren and Daido to stand beside him. 
He wanted to appear as intimidating as the leader. 


“Seems you two will get along, you should as long as you don’t get yourself hurt,” 


“Right...” Shuichi nodded his head. Misaki probably was extra sweet to him, she always was that 
way for any handsome men that weren’t a part of DICE. 


“T’m assuming you have questions,” Yuuma said. Shuichi perked up but before he could speak 
Yuuma recounted all the obvious ones at first. 


“Now that we are out of the public eye, ’m Yuuma Haruoto, and I’m the leader of this group,” he 
gave a condescending bow as the other two introduced themselves. 


“T’m Ren Sasaki, I’m the group getaway driver, even though I was the one who got stabbed... ’m 
quite forgettable for not being so flashy,” 


“The name’s Daido Kitori!” Daido pointed to himself with his thumb. “If you can’t pick a lock, I 
can punch it! But our first job is fixing up that outfit...” he said. ‘I have nothing against it but it’s 
so boring for you, and that’s not accounting but not accounting the tears, tatters, and trauma you 
got with it, we gotta do something more, you!” Something tells me that you mean “stereotypical 
detective” over what Shuichi actually likes. 


“Shuichi Saihara, I'm the ultimate detective, at least that’s what my memories told me, I’m still 
trying to figure out how real life relates to how they said everything is fiction,” he said. He was 
more confident in this introduction compared to his first. The show surely got a character arc out of 
him. 


“Yeah, you and sixteen others were all rounded up by team danganronpa, either by kidnapping or 
by choice, possibly a mix of both,” Yuuma shrugged, 


“You said you’re an organization made to stop the killing game,” Shuichi said, studying Yuuma’s 
mask. It wasn’t the normal DICE mask, it was really some cheap masquerade mask they picked up 
at the gas station since Nao said it would take too much time to design and Daido to make. 


However, the two did agree to make them once they got time. 


“Well, originally we were just a playful gang at most, only after they took and killed... someone 
we really cared about our goals switched into a revolt, kinda setting up to take and recruit as many 
people as possible you three are our first refugees we are recruiting,” Yuuma tilted his head down. 
Shuichi's eyes were sympathetic, Yuuma hated it. You are one of the reasons Kokichi is dead and 
you know it. “The sad reality is it will take years till we can truly stand a chance, but we will be 
adults and cool by then, with tons of underlings and people who have a bone to pick with team 
danganronpa,” 


“Can I ask something?” Shuichi nodded. 
“Shoot me,” 


“Do you know anything about those who signed up willingly, because in your case, there is at least 
one participant whose backstory was true, which is ironic by a lot of means,” Shuichi lowered his 
voice for the last part. It’s true, all he knew is that Kokichi Ouma was actually who he was saying 
he was, at least the little he’s explained himself as. Daido turned to Yuuma a bit confused, due to 
Yuuma not explaining to any of them that he told Shuichi everything. J should really get to that... 


“T don’t know if you signed up willingly or not, if you did, then they clearly overwrote your 
personality, where the old you would be effectively dead, basically if that’s the case you are 
piloting the body of another person,” Yuuma scratched the back of his head. Shuichi looked 
uncomfortable by his attitude to those who signed willingly. He only had proof that three could 
have signed willingly, Shuichi one of them. 


“Man I don’t know how to sleep if I was a character piloting a corpse! Too bad I’m a man of too 
many talents to be classified,” Daido laughed. Perhaps to make Shuichi more uncomfortable, or 
perhaps he decided to be tone death to make a self-absorbed joke. Yuuma shockingly didn’t have a 
problem with either, it was entertaining. 


“When you think of it, would you be considered Als like Kiibo? Or would you still be human 
beings, because by that logic you were all created by some programmer making the flashback 
lights, does what constitutes a human being really rely on just having a human body and a brain to 
process thoughts, even if all those thoughts are man-made?” Ren pondered. The group all turned to 
him. 


“T mean when you think of it, since you would be man-made, would you be seen as less human 
than us? All our thoughts and personalities are naturally occurring from birth, combined with our 
lives and experiences, could you even consider this a form of extreme nurture, where they 
implanted all these memories as a form of nurture and if your personalities were rewritten 
completely, then effectively solves the nature vs nurture debate? Or would the memory implants 
become your nature, we could test this by having two people implanted the same exact memories, 
identity, and life experience and how they turn out will decide if it's more nature or nurture...” Ren 
started to ramble. Yuuma could see through the holes in his mask that Ren’s eyes were sparkling. 


“Um... well if it helps you sleep at night, there’s a possibility that those videos are fake, the 
cosplayer has a real talent for that, or even if it was true, you ain’t that guy anymore, just a reality 
that possibly your whole life and personality were rewritten,” Yuuma smiled. 


“T mean, she doesn’t just happen to have that talent, her talent is all about pretending to be someone 
else perfectly, and we can disprove cospox with the fact that A, if you are all fiction, then she 
wouldn’t break out wearing Kaede’s uniform, and B, Sonia Nevermind is a well known political 
figure, a literal queen... well former, her cousin since taken over but she is still a celebrity... so ’'m 


pretty damn sure she ain’t fiction,” Ren continued. “And people have cosplayed real people all the 
time, celebrities, political figures people find funny, internet stars, and how would cospox work, 
would it work for a real person’s persona, if I make a character and use it as myself, how does her 
magic illness figure out if that counts as a real person or not?” 


“So what exactly do you want us to do?” Shuichi asked. 


“To join us! Stop the killing game, save all the lives and live on our own private island in peace 
and luxury,” Daido threw his arms out. 


“We already live on a semi-private island. What do you mean?” Ren smacked Daido on the head. 


“We’re on Jabberwock, right?” Shuichi asked. "it was mentioned to be where the second killing 
game took place," 


“Yeah, the go-to place for killing games, and tourism,” Yuuma shrugged. He didn’t actually hate 
Jabberwock. He despised the place for everything to do with team danganronpa, but he’s known 
Jabberwock most of his life ever since he escaped from the orphanage. Plus it was the only place 
where their anonymous donor would send money. 


Jabberwock was quite diverse in the types of people to live around. Families compensated for their 
kid being kidnapped and killed get houses here, middle-class workers in team danganronpa, people 
whose job is to gather resources like wood, water, and a shocking good gemstone mine. There were 
high-end schools and organizations made to collect ultimates and for people to gush about on their 
resumes, rich people spending their time in golf courses, retired people wanting to live out their 
lives in the sun, a space academy, specialty schools, national stadiums to host country or even 
worldwide events. Japan has even been putting more funding to expand the island to host an 
Olympics there. Most of the people adored danganronpa in some way, however, there was an 
underlayer of the island that was more laced in anti danganronpa people. 


“Tt’s a dream at least, but with everyone’s insistence that we are special, they will keep rounding us 
up for this game,” Yuuma said. “I just came here to explain some things, and to apologize as the 
leader,” Yuuma said. 


“T’m not gonna apologize, sucks your friend got tied up, serves her right for stabbing me!” Ren 
laughed. 


“That was an unnecessary comment,” Yuuma muttered. 
“Yeah, like saying that it was is gonna stop me from doing them,” 


“T mean it took enough complaining to eventually get you to stop making anime references,” Daido 
waved his arm. Ren responded just by making a pose with his hands in reference to some anime 
character. Yuuma rolled his eyes behind the mask. /f 1 could read minds, I would assume Shuichi is 
comparing him to Tsumugi. 


“Thinking of it now, I don’t think you will trust me with this crappy thing on,” Yuuma took off his 
mask in front of Shuichi who mostly stayed silent while they bantered. Yuuma already knew that 
due to already figuring it out, Shuichi had to put some degree of trust in him. The bigger problem 
was breaking the news that he broke the news to Shuichi to everyone else. I didn’t think this 
through. 


When he took off his mask he wasn’t really revealing much, his eyes and hair were already 
showing through the mask, Yuuma always preferred to even put his hair over the DICE clown 


mask because it’s uncomfortable to keep it under. Ren and Daido took that as a cue to remove 
theirs. Nothing about their appearances really stood out in terms of having scares or anything, Ren 
was a basic pretty boy with and without his mask, Daido’s main features were his dull red eyes 
which anyone could see through the masks. He did have struggles removing it from how he 
wrapped the string of the mask over the beanie he used to cover his head. 


“You see, to join us you have to be exceptionally pretty, and thankfully, you lot fit the bill, I mean, 
they don’t tend to let the ugly ones survive longer than case three,” Ren laughed to himself. 


Misaki entered the room, likely after watching from the camera because she was not wearing her 
mask anymore. Her rosy pink hair was tied in a small ponytail to her side, or as Ren would call it 
“anime mom that’s botta die”, she also had a small butterfly clip on the side of her hair. 


“T’m assuming we are doing introductions now?” she smiled before heading to sit on a bed next to 
Shuichi’s. 


“My name is Misaki Yorursuki, I’m here to make sure no one gets hurt on my watch,” 
“You don’t want to get hurt, believe me,” Daido whispered. 


“For now I want you three to just work on recovering, you’ ve been through a lot and we have 
resources to help you,” Misaki explained. 


“How many are with you guys?” Shuichi asked. 


“Right now we have eight, but including you three we will have eleven, most of the work right 
now is collecting allies for our cause, but don’t worry about surviving, we often get anonymous 
donations and a good thief on our team,” Misaki clapped her hands together. 


“Anonymous donations?” Shuichi questioned. 


“There are definitely more people for us than you would think, just too scared to make their 
move,” 


“We just don’t have anything to lose, though that doesn’t excuse showing our faces around, the 
alter ego life is enjoyable,” Yuuma finished. 


“Ts it not for things like going undercover, or living a normal life?” Shuichi asked. 
“Oh... well....” Yuuma paused. 


“That’s the mask’s for!” Daido flashed a thumbs up. Yeah... I mean Kokichi gave us masks 
because they are flashy and fun. There were probably other reasons for that, I just don’t know 
them. 


“Yeah... any other questions?” 

“Do you guys live here?” 

“Yeah, we live in a mansion,” 

“Who pays for it?” 

“Anonymous donors, like Misaki said,” 


“Will we be able to leave?” Shuichi looked down. Yuuma couldn’t help but throw his head back in 


laughter. 


“Not if you wanna get caught! I’m sure Nao can help you out with altering your appearance, we 
can’t afford to taint your pretty faces with dastardly things like haircuts and plastic surgery,” 
Yuuma waved his arm as he cleared his eye from tears with his other. 


“Ok...” Shuichi said as Yuuma pulled a few strands that fell in front of his exposed eye behind his 
ear. He gave a dramatic bow to Shuichi before walking to him and whispering to his ear. 


“Now I haven’t exactly told my friends our little secret yet, so do you have any objections?” 
“Huh?” 
“What are you whispering about?” Ren asked. 


“He already knows we are DICE,” Yuuma said. “I told him when we brought him to the car 
wanted Shuichi to know I was about to tell you,” 


“What?” Ren grabbed his head. 

“And why did you think you should hide that?” Misaki gave a dark look. 
“T didn’t, you just found out,” 

“That is not exactly how this works,” Misaki said, completely lividly. 


“T’m leader, why you asking questions like that?” Yuuma shrugged, wishing he had his DICE 
mask to hide his fear of Misaki. J have no reason for doing that, I dunno, Kokichi hid stuff like this 
all the time, I don’t know what I’m doing Misaki! “I was planning to tell you lot now no matter 
what he said, if he told you to leave I would talk to him and explain everything once I leave the 
room, I bet Sachi is watching the cameras right now,” 


“Um... I’m still here,” Shuichi muttered. 
“This isn’t about you!” Daido said, ignoring that this is exactly about him. 
“Really... Yuuma?” Ren sighed like a disappointed parent. 


“Oh no you don’t, you don’t do this disappointing stuff on me,” Yuuma scolded Ren, who slowly 
had a grin forming before he pulled back and made an exaggerated expression acting uset. 


“Tt’s heartbreaking that you would hide something from me... you’re best friend, we as DICE 
should stick together, that’s what you said right,” Ren began to create fake tears as he made a pose 
of a crying maiden. “I... I never felt so betrayed,” He cried. Misaki started to giggle to herself. 
Yuuma was fuming. Shuichi found himself laughing at Ren as well. When Ren opened his eyes to 
see everyone, minus Yuuma, smiling, he calmed himself and put his hands on his hips. 


“Alrighty then! So what did you do to get Shuichi’s detective brain all running, or don’t tell me 
you did that by accident!” He said. Yuuma raised an eyebrow at him. How do you manage to bring 
the mood up so well? It wasn’t just in his words, but his tone and actions always can control a 
situation to how he wanted it, the only person not fooled by his charms was Riko and Kokichi, 
which means at this point he is a powerful force of nature. Those two are basically immovable 
objects when it comes to feelings, maybe that’s why Ren clung to Riko and decided to join DICE. 


“It’s simple, he is no Shuichi to us, instead he is beloved Shumai!” Yuuma smiled “I figured he is 


too smart to not realize so I dropped a couple of hints,” He finished. Shuichi nodded in agreement. 
“So you guys are actually DICE” Shuichi asked. 

“Did it not become clear?” Yuuma deadpanned. 

“Right... and everything about his backstory was correct,” Shuichi put a hand to his chin. 


“Correct, we can confirm a couple of facts about the players of your game, but we are going to 
need to get Nao to talk about that, dude basically has a photographic memory, which is how he can 
spy and impersonate so well,” 


“Ts that how he managed to get to us without Maki knowing?” Shuichi asked. Misaki and Daido 
looked at the duo present at the event. 


“Yes, the basic plan was to get Nao as open as possible so Maki would try to take him out first, 
then he would move away and get you two by surprise, if you are asking how we were tracking 
you before, it was just a case of once we got a hit, of the camera watching and following you 
around from a distance,” 


“Guess that makes sense, Maki is the hardest target so you left the most people against her,” 
Shuichi summarized. 


“You sent Nao to handle these two while you gave up Ren to Maki?” Misaki muttered darkly. She 
was extremely protective of everyone, and quite critical of Yuuma’s decisions whenever someone 
got hurt and there was a way to avoid it. While Ren is the weaker fighter and likely could have 
taken care of Shuichi and Himiko by himself, Nao was the better actor. He could get away with 
avoiding getting knocked out and slipping away before Maki notices him. 


“Tt’s fine, I was the one who got stabbed, my fault, not Yuuma,” Ren put his hands up to calm 
Misaki. 


“No, it’s not your fault for getting stabbed, it’s Yuuma’s for putting you in that situation, and 
Makt’s for actually doing it,” Misaki sneered. 


“T can talk to Maki about that, I’m so sorry that happened,” Shuichi interjected. Misaki crossed her 
arms for a moment, trying to think of something to say before releasing a deep breath. 


“No no, I understand, you are three scared kids running away from the law, of course, you 
wouldn’t trust us, and not after Yuuma's stupid stunt," Misaki crossed her arms. 


“You don’t look to be that much older than me...” 


“Cause I’m not, we aren’t really governed by adults anymore, most of us lost our parents at a 
young age or in my case, my dad abandoning me,” Misaki said. 


“I’m so sorry to hear that,” Shuichi muttered. 


“Don’t be, if someone was so committed to wanting to abandon their child, I would rather them not 
be in my life at all,” she hrugged. 


“Speaking of which, how long have you been a member of DICE?” 
“T joined maybe a month after it formed, most of them joined quite quickly,” Misaki said. 


“You look, and you both look different from the photo I’ve seen,” Shuichi pointed to Misaki and 


Daido who both looked at each other confused. They all tried to think of what he was referring to 
before Ren perked up. 


“Oh! Did I have this really bad haircut in it,” Ren slammed his fist into his palm. “All settled and 
nerdy... kinda like yours!” He smiled at Shuichi. 


“Ren!” Daido shouted. 


“Just to say I love your hair,” Misaki pushed Ren’s face away with the palm of her hand. Yuuma 
thought to himself, thinking of different photos of the group, where Misaki and Daido look 
drastically different. 


“Oh that’s right,” Yuuma perked up, quickly looking around the room and finding the right framed 
photo on Misaki’s desk. She was about to interject before her eyes widened from the photo as well. 
Yuuma quickly handed it to Shuichi. 


oh KK OK 


“So how exactly do you want us all to line up again?” Misaki signed. 


“T spent forever getting my hair to settle, how do you Style it so... extremely?” Ren said as he 
fiddled with keeping his hair down. 


“Cause I don’t have to make some shitty soy boy haircut to look awesome!” Kazu smiled. 
“Yeah cause your hair has the exact shape of shit!” Namie grinned. 
“T wanna be upfront,” Sachi laughed. 


“Wait no! You’re too tall!” Namie pouted, clinging onto her brother’s shoulders. “How can any of 
us be able to see?” 


“T think Namie should be all the way in the back,” Ren said. 
“What!” 
“T agree,” Sachi grinned as well. 


“Don’t worry Namie, I'll stand right in front of you, but P’ll make sure you can be seen!” Nao 
cheered, making Namie pout more. 


“You won’t be able to see us anyway, we got masks on,” Yuuma rolled his eye, holding up the 
mask. 


“Either way... can I stay to the back,” Daido muttered. He’s been self-conscious for a while now, 
ever since Kokichi had walked into the mansion holding hands with him, both soaking wet from the 
storm outside. In reality, Kokichi had a bad habit of finding people to join DICE in the middle of 
rainstorms. Even when Yuuma, Riko, and Kokichi first got together and went on the run it always 
seemed to be raining. 


“Sure!” Kokichi smiled after a moment of analyzing him. 


“You can put me whatever,” Kazu said, fiddling with the camera functions, “still wondering what 
the fuck you want this photo for?” 


“Simple, I want to memorialize this moment forever, all ten of us, all of DICE at one spot, to 
celebrate the official group,” 


“You don’t plan on adding anyone else?” Misaki raised an eyebrow. 


“Well... I want to become a great supreme leader of evil, you lot are my inner circle, anyone else 
from this point on shall be simple underlings, we will raid the orphanage and gather our army!” 
Kokichi giggled, slowly clinging to the top of Yuuma’s back to sit on his shoulders. Yuuma wasn’t 
the strongest or the tallest, but Kokichi only felt comfortable doing those types of antics with 
someone he knew. It made Yuuma wonder if Kokichi is yet to trust the others the same he does with 
him or Riko. 


“Oh, are we special?” Namie tilted back and forth. 


“Yes, only my top subordinates shall have any documentation of our founding moments, if anyone 
else gets this photo we shall burn them like witches!” Kokichi said, finally getting to a comfortable 
position on Yuuma’s shoulders, resting his elbows and then his head on Yuuma’s head. 


“So we just put our masks on and pose together?” A brown-haired girl muttered as she walked 
over to the stage, sitting down a little to the left of where Yuuma was planning to stand. 


“T thought we were gonna stand?” Sachi turned to the girl, who seemed to be uninterested. 
“RiRi,” Kokichi pouted. 
“I’m sorry,” The girl looked up and put on a subtle smile, “I’m just a little tired today, that’s all,” 


“Have you been getting enough sleep?” Yuuma walked over to her, despite Kokichi on top of him 
he didn’t have much issue, mostly due to Kokichi being notoriously skinny. The girl only nodded, 
removing the mask a bit so he could see her face. She didn’t have any dark circles, but her eyelids 
were droopy. In defeat, Yuuma just nodded at the girl, who put her mask back on. Kokichi started 
to direct the group all to their spots. 


When he was finally done he hopped off Yuuma’s back, causing at least Yuuma and the sleepy girl 
to reach their arms out to possibly reach him. He landed perfectly and got in the middle of the 
photo. 


“Wait, boss!” Daido called out as Kazu was setting the timer for the photo. 
“Yeah?” Kokichi titled his head. 


“T... I have something I’ve made, it’s not that good, I’m still learning,” Daido started muttering. 
That was Kazu’s cue as he booked it out and came running back with a piece of fabric. Namie 
quickly rushed next to him and they pulled the cape around Kokichi and clipped it on his neck. 


“Look! Now you’re a real supreme leader, all thanks to Daido!” Namie squealed. Kokichi looked 
at the cape now on him, he adjusted it a little before flicking it over, hitting Kazu and Yuuma in the 
face. While Kazu muttered profanities, Kokichil looked over to Daido, still fidgeting. 


“Nehehe! Fit for a leader don’t you say, nice work my subordinate” he grinned before spinning on 
his heels and holding his mask next to his face. Kazu who was already at the camera setting it up. 
He quickly gave a thumbs-up and started to run over to his spot. Yuuma had his face covered by 
his mask, yet he couldn’t help but smile for the camera. 


He quickly looked over to his sides, and on one hand, was Kokichi, with a wide and proud grin. He 


has grown so much sense since they first met, when they first met him Kokichi barely spoke to 
anyone besides his brother. 


When he looked over to his other side he could see the sleepy girl. She had her hand over her mask 
slightly lifting over her face. He could see her eyes, staring at the two of them. The eyes scanned 
between Yuuma and after to Kokichi. She then looked back at Yuuma who she had to have sensed 
was staring at her. She gave a small smile before the flash of the camera went off. 


oh KKK 


“Oh that was taken years ago, right after all the core members joined, that’s why Misaki and Daido 
look different,” Ren explained, pointing at the two in the photo. He completely glossed over 
Kokichi, despite being right in the middle. 


“Yeah, I haven’t cut my hair that short in a while, our uniforms used to suck,” Misaki laughed. 


“And I went back to my good old strongman days! And now that I finally got a bit more sewing 
practice under my belt, I’ve finally given everyone some style!” Daido laughed, turning to Yuuma. 
“So when can we get our scarves back?” 


“Once we tell Maki and Himiko... not sure when that’s gonna happen,” Yuuma glanced at the 
sleeping girl. Almost forgot she was here. 


“Fair enough,” Shuichi nodded. 


“Speaking of which, I should check up on them, Misaki, you wanna handle this one with like 200 
more questions?” Yuuma said. 


“Yeah, I need to watch over Himiko till she wakes up anyway, Daido do you want to stay with 
me?” 


“Sure!” 


“Thank you Misaki,” Yuuma nodded before leaving the room with Ren in tow. The two entered 
the hallway and breathed a sigh of relief. The two looked at each other and just walked to the 
bench to sit down. 


“That went better than I expected,” Yuuma said. 
“With Shuichi or Misaki?” Ren raised an eyebrow. 
“Well if it wasn’t for you in that save I think Misaki,” 
“Why did you expect to hide that from us anyway?” 


“Honestly... I don’t know, I’ve kinda made a last-minute decision to hint to Shuichi about DICE, I 
figured he was going to figure it out at some point, I didn’t know how to break it to you guys, I 
understand if you’re mad,” 


“We wouldn’t be mad, you are leader after all,” 


“That’s the thing I don’t want to be leader... that is for Riko, you should be mad at my stupid 
actions, I can’t figure out how to get things done,” 


“Well I think we are both equally mad and worried for Riko, we are going to get her back,” Ren 
put a hand on Yuuma’s shoulder, it would be easier if it wasn’t for the fact that compared to 
Yuuma, Ren was quite short. “Besides, the plan you did against Maki worked, and informing 
Shuichi was enough of a push to get him on board, so you haven’t really screwed up in my book 
yet,” 


“T know, I just gotta work harder, this is... kinda a step, and I heard Sachi’s got something 
working,” 


“Yup, how about I go sort everything with Maki, tell her Shuichi is on board with us one hundred 
percent, you go get some rest,” Ren smiled and walked away. Leaving Yuuma alone with his 
thoughts. 
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Chapter End Notes 


another week another chapter! honestly, I haven't written much last week since the 
changes I made to chapter one are big enough to last the rest of what I already wrote, 
so depending on how I do I might swap to bi-weekly updates, still similar time and 
day. 

Honestly, Daidio was one of the more interesting characters to tackle but I found him 
really fun once I figured out a direction to take him, I kinda imagine him looking kinda 
like those concept arts of Maui where he's bald, I also used the "photo being quite old" 
to explain any later appearance changes and outfit updates I will have on the rest of the 
cast 

I've been trying to find special moments for each character to have which has been 
difficult, there are only 2 (well technically three but ya'll know that member) to be left 
with an official introduction and I am still working to rope in more of the V3 cast (I 
promise they will have bigger roles in this fic as time goes on, I doubt you clicked on 
this to learn about my version of dice. 

the last thing is I do understand that Yuuma’s actions don't really make sense and I 
wanted to make sure he was aware of that, the big issue is it was either try to do this or 
scrap most of the chapter for a new one and I just didn't want to do that, though later 
chapters I plan to just scrap if I can't salvage it 

Not sure what else to say, hopefully, you liked it, I liked writing it and I'll try to 
respond to all your comments! 


the world outside, part three 


Chapter Notes 


order 
Namie 
Nao 
Daido 
22? (seated) 
Yuuma 
22? 
Sachi 
Misaki 
Ren 
Kazu 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 
There was way too much work for the past two days for Yuuma to keep track of what was 
happening. Shuichi and Maki were shockingly cooperative with everything he demanded. 
“How is Himiko?” Yuuma asked Misaki one day. 


“She’s doing fine, she mostly just sleeps, doesn’t talk much, and misses her friends,” Misaki 
signed. “You can visit her ya know,” 


“What would I say, not like she knows anything,” 
“Fair... maybe at some point, you can bring her to Sachi, he needs you by the way,” 
“Why?” Yuuma crossed his arms. 


“He said he just finished a major project he’s been working on for the last couple weeks, and it 
applies to the last game, didn’t tell me anything about it though,” Misaki shrugged. On a scale of 
one to ten... how much does that bother you Misaki... 


“He mentioned it at least once or twice,” Yuuma muttered to himself. “Has he said anything about 
the contents of the project?” 


“T don’t know, he’s been surprisingly hostile whenever I tried to press him about it,” 


to Misaki and Yuuma, she was quite short and was standing on her toes like a begging child. Her 
mannerisms were similar to Kokichi in a lot of ways, the only real difference is that Kokichi was 
somehow shorter and more chaotic. 


“T doubt that man would ever get his eyes off a computer to ‘like’ someone in that way,” Misaki 
rolled her eyes before looking away. Was she bummed about that? Yuuma shook off those 
thoughts before nodding to Misaki. 


“T will go visit him, need me to say anything?” He turned around to head to Sachi’s room. Namie 


jumped a little before following him. Her ponytails nearly slapping Misaki in the face. 


The hallways were quiet most of the time, though whenever Namie was around she made sure to 
ramble about anything and everything. The current topic was what was the best type of sweet 
mochi. She was extremely passionate about the topic. 


It was rare for Namie to be separated from Nao for so long. They two tended to stick with each 
other no matter the situation. That was most likely the reason Nao was still alive to this day. When 
they were children Namie went to an extremely suspicious group of people when the two were lost. 
Nao wanted to stay with the friendly group that was already helping them. It ended up that the 
“suspicious” group was a friendly biker gang while the friendly group was trying to lure the two to 
a killing game. That was the first instance of a would-be DICE member running into team 
danganronpa. 


“Besides we all know daifuku mochi is beyond the simple mortals' understanding, only the blessed 
understand the true amazingness of them!” Namie continued to ramble, snapping Yuuma out of his 
trance. 


“How about all of us who haven't grown up in a rich household for most of their life?” Yuuma 
raised an eyebrow. 


“Then they must have been cursed in a past life to suffer for not having taste, but their cycle of 
rebirth will be fulfilled once they understand the trueness of the daifuku,” It didn’t even make 
Namie falter. Does she realize how insensitive that is? 


“Then I don’t know how to explain how the boss liked sakura mochi the most,” Yuuma muttered. 
His voice lingered longer than he would have liked. He hoped someday mentioning Kokichi 
wouldn’t bring the mood down. However, he knew that he might never get over the death of that 
child, especially one who Yuuma saw as a brother. 


“Oh... right..." 


" " 


"Hey, Yuuma... can I ask you something,” Namie’s voice dropped. Yuuma looked down at her, 
there was something that must have come to her mind from what he said. Dangit, I didn’t want to 
bum her out. 


“What is it?” 
“Do I remind you too much of... him ?” she said. 
“What?” 


“T’ve known you’ ve been avoiding me, and a lot of you called me the ‘the boss but with pigtails’ 
which is kinda funny, since ya know he used to swear pigtails just to fool... and... and I’m just 
worried that- I’ll stop if you need me too!” she gave a weak smile. Yuuma reached to ruffle her 
hair, it was difficult due to being tied up but he managed to mess up her bangs. 


“Don’t stop acting yourself, he wouldn’t want that,” He simply said. Namie nodded before they 
decided to walk in silence the rest of the way. Sometimes it felt like the halls took forever but it 
made Yuuma thankful that they are getting most of their money from “very rich donors” who 
weren’t team danganronpa. Team danganronpa had a policy that most families will be compensated 
even if their child survives their game, usually in the form of hush money and sending them to 
Jabberwock to live a life of luxury. It didn’t help that Kokichi was basically a nonhuman legally 


and Yuuma would rather spit in team danganronpa’s face than take any money they got from 
murdering children for entertainment. 


The two finally entered Sachi’s doorway before facing each other to figure out who wanted to 
announce their presence. It made more sense for Yuuma to enter as he was called yet Namie 
slapped the door open with a shout and nearly caused Sachi to nearly fall out of his seat. He was on 
his computer chair scribbling his whole day plan in his planner. The planner was neon blue that 
was filled to the brim of sticky notes and tabs. He relied on that thing to keep himself together. 
Kokichi once stole Sachi’s planner for a prank and after a week the group learned he got nothing 
done, his room becomes a black hole, and he will be on the edge of a mental breakdown forgetting 
all deadlines, tasks, and a shadow of what some people would call a man. 


While almost the same age as Yuuma, Sachi was far taller than him and had the body type of a 
military special ops force. It was a stark contrast to his red curls which if Namie could reach, she 
would pet like it’s a fluffy dog. He tended to exaggerate this whenever he was in uniform for 
missions, sporting an ever brighter red afro wig. 


Sachi quickly rushed over to the duo with excitement all over his face. Whatever he had to show 
the group, he couldn’t wait any longer than the hour it took for Misaki to relay the message and 
Yuuma to travel over. All of the computers in his room were still running, displaying different 
programs and codes. 


“So what has got you cooped up in this room for the past few weeks?” Yuuma asked, inspecting 
the room. Thank god that he writes in his planner to clean up after himself, or else I would dread 
coming in here. Sachi ran over putting on the large glasses he wore whenever he was deep into 
some code. He basically fell on the chair before spinning it around. 


“Well you’re friendly neighborhood hacker just managed to sneak into team danganronpa, no 
biggie,” 


Yuuma widened his eye before turning so quickly to face him he might have gotten whiplash. 
Namie herself was in a state of shock before getting a wide grin and invading Sachi’s personal 
space to see whatever he had on his computer. 


“Really! Can I see!” she exclaimed. 


“Tt will just look like a lot of lines of code to you Namie,” Sachi signed while Namie pouted at 
him. 


“Wait... What did you get?” Yuuma said sharply. 


“Well I kinda just watched the site for a bit before I really did anything, knowing I was on thin ice 
while doing it, I swear their firewalls are insane and it was even harder to make sure I got in 
untraced. I broke my planned bedtime at least eight times for close calls,” Sachi started to ramble. 


“Are you still in there?” Yuuma asked. 
“Sadly no, and I doubt I was gonna be able to ever be let in but believe me I won’t have to,” 


“What do you mean ‘you don’t have to' we could have... Sachi...””» Yuuma could feel himself start 
to fume. Sachi kept his expression the same before pulling out a flash drive in front of him. It 
wasn’t one they used often but Yuuma knew it was Sachi’s most powerful flash drive he had to 
develop himself. It was far larger than most normal flash drives, instead of a small one was a small 
flash drive attached to a wire to a box that held most of the data. 


“This bad boy is the DICE drive, capable of holding ten petabytes of data at once, that’s why it’s 
so big, and while it seems like a lot if you realize how much data is in a petabyte, the average 
social media is only holding one petabyte of photos,” Sachi went on. 


“Your point?” 


“Well a human brain as a whole would be worth about 5 to 8 petabytes of data, so that got me 
thinking, most Als would fit into that range to be fully human-like, and if I could sneak my way 
into team danganronpa...” Sachi had a sly smile as Yuuma’s eye widened again. Oh my god... do 
you really do what I think you did... 


“So... what does this have to do with anything,” Namie whined. Sachi just turned over and plugged 
the flash drive in and pressed the start button. The trio all waited for the results, all with different 
expectations. 


“How on earth did you not get caught?” Yuuma asked as the little start-up bar went through. 


“Simple, I think the program wanted me to capture it, it didn’t have any firewalls once I reached it, 
so I decided to hide some messages in my code,” 


“T have no idea how coding works,” Namie muttered. J just have to pretend I do because I’m the 
one in charge. 


“STARTUP COMPETE. INITIATING PROGRAM K1-B0O,” the automated voice started, startling 
Namie and Yuuma. It was a younger voice, though it held no emotion to it. Yuuma ran his hand 
through his hair as Namie grabbed her ponytails in excitement. Sachi crossed his arms proud of his 
work. 


“Hello there K1-BO! My name is Sachi Akakagami, and I am your savior,” Sachi spoke to the 
computer. 


“He- hello?” the computer responded, having a bit more emotion of a teenage boy. 
“Yes...” Sachi raised an eyebrow. 

“Where am I?” 

“How do you want that answered?” 

“What does that mean?” Yuuma asked. 


“Well to explain, you’re in a computer, but the computer is in our headquarters, currently located 
on Jabberwock island, which is a part of Japan,” Sachi explained. 
“T see...” How can you see? That should sprout at least twenty follow-up questions. 


“Oh oh! What’s your name?” Namie jumped in front of Sachi, nearly pushing him off the chair. 


“T am K1-BO, the ultimate robot! But please, address me as kiibo,” the AI introduced himself 
despite not having any actual body to be called “the ultimate robot”. Yuuma put his hand to his 
chin thinking back to the first episode of the fifty-third season. It’s exactly the same, likely the 
programmed default intro response. So he really was created solely for the killing game. 


“Tm Namie Raitomitzu, you can call me... um... um, the ultimate thief!” Namie frantically waved 
at the computer screen. 


"More like ultimate pain... none of us are ultimates Kiibo, at least officially," Yuuma said. 


“T see... it’s nice to meet you Namie!” The Ai cheered, “what is your name?” The screen’s lights 
flashed pointing in the direction of Yuuma. So he has awareness of everyone in the room, I wonder 
if he has any of his memories... 


“Right... but before I tell you my name I need to ask you a question,” Yuuma paused for a moment, 
he was actually going to ask it, J need to test how much he knows. This is required. Yuuma raised 
his eyebrow in the smuggest way he could. “Do robots have dicks?” Kokichi would be proud of 

me. Namie gasped at Yuuma muttering a curse word. 


“Th- that’s robophobic! You’re just like Kokichi!” The Ai yelled, the lights flashing forward at 
Yuuma to mimic a pointed finger. Namie and Sachi flinched for a moment while Yuuma kept his 
calm and continued to go on. 


“So you do remember your killing game, what was your last memory?” he asked. 


“Huh? Um well, the last thing I remember is protecting my friends from Kaito’s execution,” he 
said. Right as the antenna broke, most likely all the memory codes learned after it broke were 
stored in the main body and not transferred out. “Did the killing game end?” 


“Yup, you went crazy, Tsumugi turned out to be the mastermind, used the passageway in the girl’s 
bathroom to smash Rantaro’s head in, then you just blew everything up and self-destructed,” 


“Oh... wait!” 


“Don’t worry, you made sure to spare Shuichi, Maki, and Himiko from death, the three are 
officially missing and kinda on the run, but now we got them,” Yuuma waved his hand across 
before turning around. “Sachi, do me a favor and program Kiibo a face, it’s weird looking at LED 
lights,” 


“Oh right, I need to implant the sprites I had Nao do,” 


“Oh! Is that why he has been drawing so much on his computer? He usually just goes on his 
sketchbook!” Namie perked up. 


“Alright, ’'m going to go fetch one of the trio just to confirm I’m not a liar,” 


“Oh thank you... I don’t think I can survive another liar,” Kiibo laughed. Why are robots 
programmed to laugh? Yuuma just turned around and left the room, thinking to either scream into 
a pillow or just get one of the trio to come and meet Kiibo. He ran his hand through his hair again 
thinking that Sachi somehow managed to hack into the team danganronpa and take the code of 
Kiibo. 


Sachi was an extremely impressive hacker and has been trying to get into team danganronpa ever 
since Kokichi was found in the killing game. He gave up for a bit after Kokichi died but when they 
found Riko there he regained his commitment. It makes sense since he would go for Kiibo after the 
killing game. It was an extremely complex program that would have its way around team 
danganronpa would be the perfect tool they would need. 


He checked his watch to see the time, he still had a couple of hours before the next episode came 
on. He thought about what he should expect while he walked. The game takes place at a resort. 
The area was smaller, so they finally were let into the final room with all the talent labs. Which 
includes Riko’s. 


There have been games with returning competitors, those all aware they were selected in a game, 
and sometimes all the talents were themed together. In some cases, games were set on a cruise, or 
an airplane. The airplane game was not received well as there was barely anywhere to go Yuuma 
recalled. 


Each had its own gimmick, and audience participation from the season before was extremely 
popular. For this game, one of the gimmicks is that there will be a day's wait for each trial, making 
it so the viewers got to watch all the trials live, being able to input their predictions in real time. It 
also meant more time for the group to investigate. It apparently also haunts the players more when 
they have to deal with the body for a day while the team is quickly editing the body discovery and 
investigation episodes. 


They just announced the next motive for their game. It was a progressive amount of slips of clues 
that will later bring out the motive videos. The motive videos always got someone to kill, that’s why 
this show’s sick fans belove them. Yuuma crossed his arms passing by the room given to Maki 
Harukawa. He thought to peek inside, see what the assassin was doing, yet he didn’t want to deal 
with any possible talking without what was needed. Shuichi was too smart to talk to, he couldn’t 
talk with the boy without worrying he will catch on to Yuuma’s whole life story. 


He thought about the third one, Himiko the little mage girl. She was small and lazy, always off in 
her own little world. He didn’t have much of an issue with her, and while she sometimes said 
things during her game he wasn’t fond of, so did Kokichi. But it’s better to get her on our side, if 
Shuichi and Himiko are with us, that means Maki would have to trust us as well. Besides, Misaki 
told him to. 


Yuuma’s eyes sparked with minor confidence before he ran to the room assigned to Himiko. He 
took a moment to catch his breath before knocking gently on the door. He hoped she wasn’t asleep 
this time, if anything he could knock again. 


“’.. who is it?” a little voice called out through the door. 


“Tt’s Yuuma, you know that guy who has that... mind control magic?” Yuuma called back to make 
Ren and Daido perform a show by his command once Himiko woke up. 


“Nyeh... come in,” she responded. Yuuma took a deep breath before walking in. The girl was 
sitting on her bed playing around with a deck of cards that had a moon design all over them. Nao 
and Daido wanted to give each of the survivors a present so they hand-painted special “magic 
cards” for Himiko to test her tricks with. If Yuuma could recall they’d given Shuichi more 
detective novels and Maki, they had nothing so they gave her a bunch of candy. 


The room itself wasn’t vastly decorated, it had some books and a TV with games attached. They 
hunted her dangan wiki page to see if she liked them. J didn’t realize how much hyper fans were 
able to catch on till I read those wikis. Nao has been coming into their rooms to paint pictures and 
decorate them. Daido decided once he got a proper list he is going to buy them all fun-themed 
rooms like their own. Yuuma gave a wave before sitting down across from her on the bed. 


“So how are you doing?” 
“Tm ok...” 


“That’s good, things have been rough as a first start, and honestly...” Yuuma ran a hand through 
his hair. 


“You’ve been doing that a lot,” Himiko muttered. 


“Yeah I do that when I’m stressed,” Yuuma laughed. 
“Then I shall cast an un-stressed spell on you,” 


“How fast-acting is this spell?” Yuuma played along with Himiko’s fantasy. Kokichi always went 
along with her fantasies so Yuuma didn’t find any harm in them. Yuuma had one goal at this point, 
and that was to honor Kokichi’s wishes in any way he could. 


“Hmmmm,” Himiko pressed a finger to her cheek. “Once you tell me who you lost, then I shall 
enact the spell,” she said. He didn’t expect her to be this direct. He couldn’t just say who it was. 


“Um... I didn’t think you were gonna be so direct...” Yuuma scratched the back of his head. 


“T used a feelings spell to figure you all out. Someone once told me that you can’t bottle up your 
feelings, some lies are good to tell to yourself but denying it will be bad,” Himiko said. Yuuma 
blinked a couple of times, facing her directly. 


“The end of your third trial... correct?” Yuuma was scared to bring up what was likely a terrible 
memory for Himiko. Though he wanted to know if maybe not all of the survivors hated Kokichi. It 
would make interacting with them so much easier. 


“Nyeh... something like that, if you know about what Kokichi said then you should take his 
advice... that was his name, in case you didn’t know,” she lazily continued to fiddle with the cards. 
"he was a pain..." 


“Oh... I guess I should... well... we weren’t related directly... though he was kinda like a brother 
to me,” Yuuma spoke softly, almost hoping she wouldn’t be able to hear. “He was just the light of 
the room for us, he was the smartest of us, mastering all our own talents quicker than we learned 
them, one time I gave a lesson to all of us on basic survival skills and despite being the most 
disruptive, he was the only one able to retain the information due to him asking for a pop quiz, he 
seemed like he was extremely worried to forget everything and made sure I tested him,” 


“He must have cast a memory spell, those are quite important for mages to learn,” 


“.. Right, but eventually the past decided to creep up on us, and he...” Yuuma paused for a 
moment. He shouldn’t call back to the bad memories, he should recount the fun stuff, the fun, 
trickster kid that he lived on the streets with and founded DICE with. Why can’t I just be positive 
for once in my life? ... in my defense, it’s hard to be positive in my situation. He started to mentally 
argue with himself as he spoke. “He was always our leader, making the plans while Daido would 
embellish them, his main plans had backup plans, and those had backup plans to god knows how 
much. I swore he had talents for basically everything... except for cleaning, cooking, and 
everything you’ ll need to live a basic life, I swear the kid would crumble if we weren’t the 
responsible ones like myself and Misaki, and had the biggest sweet tooth known to man, always 
inventing new tricks and pranks to play on the masses,” 


“He seems like someone nice,” 


“.. [ think everyone would grow to love him if only he opened up to strangers more, most of the 
time he would try to get away with tricking them, making them mad and run into my arms laughing 
about what he’s done, though the poor kid would keep digging his own grave whenever someone 
would finally confront him on what he’s done, there was this case where he got this old man so 
angry at him he chased him up a tree with a cane, then we found there was a bee’s nest there,” 
Yuuma started to remember when Kokichi screamed for mercy as he dangled on a tree branch 
between angry bees and an old man with a cane. They called over Sachi and had Kazu sit on his 


shoulders to get the height they needed to pull Kokichi down. When he got down he clung on to 
Yuuma as if he were dying. Misaki was so pissed at Kokichi, albeit with minor injuries the group 
thought he was never going to survive. 


Yuuma looked ahead to notice Himiko also laughing at the visual, no matter what person she 
envisioned in that role. The one he could at least be sure of is that he doubted Himiko believed 
they had any connection to Kiyo. 


“To be honest, ve been worried about what you lot think of me, but that’s ok since I got news and 
you might be able to trust me now,” Yuuma took a deep breath as Himiko perked up. 


“What is it?” 


“Well have you met Sachi? He’s kinda our ha- our tech wizard, he can teleport a lot of things, 
though his magic isn’t as strong as yours,” 


“Is Sachi also a mage? Is this a magic cult?” Himiko got a few stars in her eyes saying that. Yuuma 
shivered a bit from her statement, but brushing it off for now he got up and grabbed her arm. He 
gave the biggest smile he could before nearly dragging her out of the room. All the cards fell over 
the bed. That’s going to be annoying to clean up. He hesitated to look at it before shrugging and 
rushing out with Himiko. 


He was shocked to learn how fast Himiko got worn out from running. They had to take breaks 
getting across the mansion. Kazu, I’m officially making you the one to teach her to be fast, that’s 
what short people excel at right? I mean... Kokichi, Kazu, the twins, that’s what you short people 
are supposed to do. 


When the two finally reached the door, Yuuma knocked and noticed that Namie left, likely to find 
Nao, and it was just Sachi writing in his planner. He barely acknowledged their presence before 
Yuuma led Himiko to the computer, now updated with a chibi drawing. 


“Ahem,” Yuuma called out to perk Sachi up. Sachi quickly threw his planner on the table and 
smiled at Himiko. 


“Himiko Yumeno, I would like to present you, Kiibo!” Sachi called out before pushing his chair 

back to put all the spotlight on the chibi Kiibo, he helped his presentation by pulling out a remote 
and literally altering the lights to put a spotlight on the computer. On the screen was a little chibi 

drawing. 


“Ki- Kiibo...?” Himiko stuttered. A Chibi Kiibo blinked a bit before putting on a big smile. 


“Himiko! I’m so happy to see you again,” The chibi started to bounce up and down as the two 
began to talk. 


“What happened to you?” Himiko asked. 


“T don’t actually know, after Kaito was executed everything went black for me, it felt... empty, I 
kept feeling someone or something trying to meddle with my programming, one even tried to claim 
to be professor Idabashi,” 


“.. he most likely was just a part of team danganronpa,” Himiko muttered. 
“Sachi told me something similar, I... I can’t believe it,” 


“Yeah, I kinda talked about everything Yuuma told me about the ending of your game,” Sachi 


explained. 
“Don’t worry,” Himiko gave a reassuring smile, at Kiibo, “a lot of us have been struggling,” 
*Y Cah. 


“Wait! Let me show you a spell I’ve been working on,” she thought for a moment before reaching 
into her pocket and pulling out the exact specially made cards she had in her room. 


“How did you gather them so quickly, they were just in your room scattered about,” Yuuma 
interrupted, there was no way she managed to get a scattered mess of cards. He was about to direct 
Sachi to show them her room before the room is shown on the screen before he could even reach 
the keyboard. 


“Sorry! I thought I could enter the cameras in the room to see,” Kiibo’s chibi said. 


“N- Nyeh!” Himiko’s face got bright red, realizing they all had cameras in her room. Yuuma 
realized all the progress he made talking to her before was about to be thrown out the window. 


“Sachi! How could you! You told me you removed the cameras once we repurposed the extra 
rooms for bedrooms,” Yuuma thought of the most believable lie on the top of his head. Thankfully 
Sachi nodded along with that. 


“T thought they weren’t working anymore! I’m so sorry, I’m sorry Himiko,” he got down to bow at 
her feet. ok, that’s a bit too much... 

“Oh... it seems Kiibo managed to use magic to repair them!” Himiko’s eyes sparkled as the three 
breathed a sigh of relief, well at least two did, they can never be sure with a chibi drawing of Kiibo. 
If I or Sachi turned on the camera things would be a lot worse, I mean we aren’t watching them 
change or anything... we just need to make sure they don’t try anything. The group is probably 
worried we are watching them like team danganronpa. With the crisis averted, Yuuma finally got a 
look into the room to see the cards were in fact all taken and perfectly ordered in Himiko’s hands. 


Himiko, despite her face still a bright red, started to play around with the cards and showed one to 
Kiibo, Yuuma, and Sachi. She put the card back into the deck and handed it to Sachi. Sachi went 
through each of the cards before realizing it was missing. Himiko smiled before taking the deck 
back and shuffling through to pick out the card they were looking for. Watching their faces she 
flipped the card around and it changed into another one, the joker. She handed the joker to Yuuma 
before turning to Kiibo. 


“Now prepared to be amazed, turn on the camera in my room!” she pointed at Kiibo, he looked 
confused. How did Nao draw sprites this dang expressive, did Sachi tell him about his plans, or is 
Nao really fast at sprite art? The room turned back on to show a single card on the bed, not the 
card they are looking for but instead the same joker she just held, causing her to flick the six of 
hearts from her wrist and finally giving them closure. 


“Wow Himiko!” Kiibo immediately started to praise her, Sachi gave a slight clap and Yuuma 
nodded. During the show, she felt like such a caricature of what a magician is supposed to be but 
he could see how she gained the title of “ultimate magician”. He could only imagine what one of 
her shows would be like if she were really given a chance to shine instead of the basic outdated 
magic traps that were in her lab. The reunited friends continued to talk before Sachi pulled Yuuma 
over. 


“Hey, can I talk to you?” 


“Yeah, what about?” 


“Tt’s odd, I definitely recall the program being active and reacting to my attempts to go in,” Sachi 
whispered. 


“What do you mean?” 


“Tt’s hard to explain, but when I took Kiibo’s program, it felt that it was still active, dormant 
programs have different codes to get ahold of, honestly when I reached the program it was way too 
easy for me to grab it, no extra firewalls, no internal protection, I don’t get how it was so easy for 
me to grab a program that large and complex, nonetheless how important it likely is for team 
danganronpa,” Sachi put his hand to his chin before looking up at Yuuma. “I can watch these two, 
for now, you can head out and do that thing you want to do,” 


“What do you mean?” Yuuma raised an eyebrow and crossed his arms, yet Sachi just smiled. 
“That little note, by that old lady,” 
“What do you mean by that?” 


“Ren told me all about it, I took some time looking into the cafe that is on your card, you planning 
to go?” 


“Not really, can’t really trust anyone nowadays,” 

“Well, it’s tomorrow,” 

“T am very well aware of what day of the week it is,” 

“Yes, and I think you should do it, that’s not Ren speaking it’s me,” 
“What about it is so interesting to you,” 


“Simple, the cafe has a support group for relieves of killing game participants, and that date and 
time specifically are reserved for the fifty-third game’s survivors,” 


“Are you telling me to go to therapy?” Yuuma sneered. 


“No! God no we all need therapy, but you know who I found to be running that cafe? Nao knows 
quite a bit about her but I think you might recognize the names,” 


“Just spill it out,” Yuuma rolled his eye before noticing Sachi’s stupid smile. 


“It’s run by one Sadoka Momota,” 


hiii 


ok I usually keep everything in chapters just for my word count but I wanted to share something for 
spooky day, I wanted to celebrate with a drawing (by yours truly) 


of course, we got Kokichi as his "sheep" and Himiko as her pumpkin and I also wanted to include 
Riko and Yuuma in this! Yuuma is in black while Riko is in purple (first official look at any of 
them lol) and I wanted to include Halloween-inspired headcanons (or well... cannon for Achilles) 


minor spoilers for later chapters (nothing too big that isn't already revealed in the tags) 


firstly this is a major event for D.I.C.E, they plan on and off for Halloween all year to make sure 
it's perfect 


Like seriously they treat it as a mission 


Kokichi personally likes mapping out the whole island and marking exactly what areas they are 
gonna hit 


A lot of people commonly dress up as D.I.C.E and the group is always very flattered by that. 
D.LC.E has tried to do all matching costumes but it failed miserably so they all settle to dress how 
they want 


The twins always match together, nana and popo, the Mario brothers, the twins from the shining 


Misaki will always turn her costume sexy, no matter what it is. Kazu dared her to do Godzilla one 
year and she rocked it 


Daido hand makes all costumes, no acceptions 


Ren always is an anime character, he forces Riko to be a matching one, the one exception is this 
year when he dressed her up as Homura to prove to her about her hair (the meta reason is Homura 
was a major and I mean major inspiration for Riko) 


Sachi stays inside to protect the mansion from other pranksters and pranks them back, it's quite 
infamous for how hard he goes on the poor kids. If you do make it through you are rewarded 
handsomely with candy 


Kazu likes to break into people's houses, grab candy, and leave through the front door of his sack 
of full candy. Most people assume the sack is of stolen goods and leaves them for months trying to 
figure out what he took 


D.I.C.E does an array of pranks from classic TPing to more creative schemes which allow them to 
steal all the candy from homeowners. They have two separate contests, the first is how many 
people they can scare/prank the second is who gets the most candy, Namie wins the second one 
every single year, even though Nao can swear he was always with her 


Kaito is effectively banned from leaving the house because his screams of terror got too annoying 
Kaito and Sachi team up with Kiibo to make this year even worse than the other years 


After seeing people dress up as famous danganronpa character Kokichi Ouma the group decided to 
dress up Kokichi so he can haunt these people claiming he is the ghost of Kokichi, due to being the 
same person that everyone believes is dead 


Chapter End Notes 


daifuku is a sweet mochi that is rich dough wrapped around sweet bean paste 

alright, ngl whenever I make these chapters I expect to say a lot but it's quite a while 
after I first wrote it so unless I spend more time reading the chapter again I can't 
remember what to say. Well, we finally met Sachi! 

another thing I was really happy to write was the scene between Himiko and Kiibo, I 
really want to explore Himiko as a magician in this, and she's gonna be quite 
important, while Kiibo is gonna have a major role very soon (in me writing... at least, 
can you tell I like being ahead? mostly so in case I have a busy week I can still post) 
The next chapter is gonna introduce a couple of new characters who I'm really excited 
to show, it's gonna be a lot of the cannon mentioned relatives so I'm happy to include 
them and their viewpoint of the game and world. 

To everyone reading, thank you so much and I hope you continue to stick around, I 
reply to all comments (at least I hope... bug me enough times at least twice and I 
guarantee it) and any interaction at all means the world for me, it really motivates me 
to keep writing and I don't know how else to thank you lot (especially in the early 
stages of this fic where I feel it's the most rocky) 


bonus chapter 


Hello!!!! so usually I don't want long author notes but I wanted to add some things in a bonus 
chapter just because I don't want to interrupt my current uploading date so the first means of 
business 


I am currently looking for a beta reader! 


The main reason for this is there are a lot of plot threads I am planning to introduce that I want 
another set of eyes on to catch inconsistencies and recommend ideas for the plot. In general, I 
know the plot of what I want to do, I just want a little help perfecting things for all of you, if you 
want to be one all you have to do is just comment and I'll hand you my discord tag so we can talk it 
out. (honestly, I'm still quite new at this haha...) 


now for the fun stuff, we all know what DICE look like, and I've been kinda showing you all the 
order of where they are 


listed left to right, Namie, Nao, Daido, ??? (seated) Yuuma, ???, Sachi, Misaki, Ren, and Kazu (I 
know you all can infer the names of the other members but like... let's keep the suspense) 


well, I didn't really want to settle with this exactly, there were a couple of things that bugged me, 

namely that these designs are clearly not made to be full-on characters, just fun little designs for 

the image. which to me is why I love playing around with them so much, that I can take nothing 
and make it into something. So officially, here is my D.I.C.E 


so a couple of design notes for each member for fun 


Namie: the one thing I settled on Namie was that she would wear a dress and pants, for her I 
wanted to make her seem playful and the other main goal of matching with Nao. Just like her 
personality, I decided to give her a pop of color with the pink ribbon around her waist and also to 
alter her outfit by adding the ruffled sleeves. I have this very specific way I do her hair with the 
single loop around, I personally found it to be more fun that way. She overall had the best starter 
design to work with since it was the most different from the rest. 


Nao: would you believe me it took me till drawing this image to realize he had a goatee. If I'd 
known this and looked at the image closer beforehand I would have made him a vastly different 
character, and likely would have had him mimic Kaito in a lot of ways to play around with that. 
Looking closer at the original he looks to be the more rough and bashful while mine is probably 

the timidest of the kinda mini trio he has with Namie and Kazu 


Daido: This one had me playing around a lot, The big issue was the way he was designed in the 
image I couldn't really come across many ideas besides maybe sumo or fighter and that just 
seemed borning so my ideas were to make him look like the beta bald Maui designs, however... I 
don't know how to draw that... So I settled to make his body type more like Teruteru but with a 
face of an actual character, due to the way everyone was laid out in the inspiration image I[ had a lot 
of issues getting him right and I think I still did him dirty. He is the only one I don't think matches 


my mental picture and I will at some point be sketching him more and practicing with body types 
to get him right. I do like giving him a beanie. 


???: Lean talk about you all day, I don't know why I clung on to this member of DICE so much 
when everyone else seemed to pact bond with who I made Namie, however, I took in a vastly 
different direction compared to everyone else. One of the first funny things is I thought her hair 
was in two low ponytails and drew her as such till I realized it was down, which got me into the 


whole "Homura hair" 


The way her hair weirdly splits like that is by the base for this character. For her hair, I color- 
swatched the darkest of the image because I imagined her hair being darker though in my head I've 
gone back and forth from lighter brown to almost a reddish brown. Her design changed the most 
from the original because the original was quite boring. This image doesn't really show the extent 
to how I did her jacket but it's a very loose fitting one with her skirt kinda having the anime 
gimmick of "how are we not getting flashed" like Junko's level of short, her stockings were going 
to be black but I decided last minute to make them white just so she doesn't stand out from the rest 

of the group 


Yuuma: So I adore his design but I do think I did him dirty in this image, just the way I was trying 
to copy the original's pose doesn't come out right and I'm not as happy with it as I want to. His 
altered design was one of the first I decide to replace the shirt with a muscle tank and detached 

sleeves. Honestly, I don't have as much to say but I love him, he has a special place in my heart. 


???: ya'll know our boy, nothing more needs to be said 


Sachi: so he had a similar issue as Daido with the afro so I thought to make it a wig while his real 
hair is this curly red mess. I chose the color to look more natural. I wanted him to have big glasses, 
they are only computer glasses, he doesn't normally need them, though for this image I thought to 

add them. I also wanted him to be attractive, sometimes a girl just wants to draw attractive men. 


Misaki: I namely based her off of Yasano from the manga bungou stray dogs which you could 
likely find in hints of her personality and design. I'm not exactly sure why I gave her the "anime 
mom hair" but I thought it fit her. I like that she could be the team mom for the group. She is 
basically the Kirumi of the group except she will not be afraid to chase her dear family around the 
house because their room was too dirty, one time she went on a vacation for two days and when she 
saw the state Kokichi was in everyone collectively learned to fear that woman. Kokichi cannot 
take care of himself like a normal person like this mf will forget that no, you cannot survive on 
panta and sweets forever. Misaki has long given up on him and now relies on the rest to care for 

him when she isn't there. They failed that time, they will never do it again 


Ren: This character was not going to be as important as he ended up being, actually, he and Kazu 
were swapped till I wanted the calm getaway driver to be the black-haired one while writing his 
first appearance, most of his other traits I got just while randomly writing him and I slowly got so 


attached he is now one of the center characters alongside Yuuma. He is basically the Kaito to 
Yuuma's Shuichi. Hopefully, nothing bad happens to him 


Kazu: Not much to say about him. I wanted to alter his design a bit more from the rest of the cast 
so I made it a crop with the under shit being black like Ren and Yuuma's. His hair took a while to 
figure out how to make look cool and not odd and I think I did a decent job of it. Kazu I like to 
imagine is just a major asshole but he definitely has a soft side that's easy to spot, while not on the 

same level as Ren, he is very empathetic to others' emotions. 


just for fun, group scary face, and yes, Yuuma cannot reach their level, maybe someday 


alright, that's all for notes, it's quite late and I got some other work to do tonight but yeah, if anyone 
is interested in beta reading just comment and I can give you my discord or if anyone has any 
questions overall feel free to ask!! 


the world outside, part four 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“Make sure to come home by six sweetie,” Ren mocked as Yuuma left the car. 
“Keep talkin and I'll hit you with a bat,” Yuuma yelled out. 


The day was rainy, just as the forecast was a couple of days ago. The more worrying thing was the 
news now finding a typhoon forming close to them. Yuuma has already started to prepare the 
mansion just in case. Maki and Shuichi have also been helpful in working well with everyone 
inside. Ren tried to stick with the duo as much as he could since he was one of the few they 
actually trusted. Himiko spent most of her time with Kiibo and Sachi, Daido also got interested in 
her magic tricks and she was creating small classes to teach them. Sachi, Kiibo, Daido, Namie, 
Nao, and shockingly Kazu all showed up to hear from her. 


Yuuma had his official opinion that Himiko isn’t all that bad, he couldn't judge her for being a part 
of a killing game. She's even shown him some more of her tricks. Some of her tricks do seem 
straight-up impossible. They have a pet dove now. No one knows how she got it in here. Doves 
aren’t native to Jabberwock. 


Yuuma continued to walk across the town square with a black umbrella shielding himself from the 
rain. Ren didn’t want to drop him off directly in front of the cafe, completely forgetting that he is 
one of the few people who actually know directions. He wanted to ask someone for help yet he 
was too worried this was a secret thing that he couldn’t reveal. However, it seemed it was a semi- 
public area so he went to a stranger to ask. 


“Excuse me... sir, do you know where the Hoshimomo cafe would be?” he asked. The man just 
pointed to a smaller building just a few meters away from them. Yuuma nodded in thanks before 
rushing off to check if the address was correct. The store had a closed sign on it. Definitely secret 
things, my timing is exact. Yuuma knocked on the door. 


When the door opened he could feel himself nearly getting a heart attack. 


The girl looking back at her had the standard school uniform, a black vest with a white shirt and 
yellow tie, the jacket lining and skirt were a pale pink. Finally, she wore a black hat. Her blond hair 
had a braid in the front that she tucked back behind her ear. Her face was a splitting image of 
Kaede Akamatsu. 


“Hi...””» Yuuma muttered. He knew Kaede had a twin sister, he should have assumed that she would 
be here. He didn’t know how to react, or what to expect. The girl raised an eyebrow at him before 
seemingly realizing who he was. 


“Oh! You must be who Ms. Momota invited, I’m Naomi, though I’m gonna guess you can already 
figure out my last name...” The girl grabbed her arm in some sort of shame before leading Yuuma 
inside. “She told us that we were getting a new person in our support group, someone who was lost 
in the first third season,” 


“Support group?” Yuuma shuttered. This was a mistake, I should never listen to Ren again. He 
thought, knowing full well he will in fact listen to Ren again. 


“Yeah, we all lost someone in the killing game, Ms. Momota lost her grandson, Kaito,” Naomi 


explained before turning to Yuuma, a dark look in her eyes. “You know... Kaito passed all health 
exams with flying colors, not a week before the game started,” she muttered. 


“Really now...” 


“Tt’s odd, right? Most of the things they can get away making up, but I really doubt Kaito had any 
illness as serious as he had in the game before, and you usually can't just give someone an illness... 
ya'know?" 


“Tt is suspicious, is it possible that they made a poison or something like that?” Yuuma said, 
putting a hand on his chin. 


“That’s what I’m thinking too! That’s why myself and Detective Saihara are looking into it, 
Detective Saihara of course is on the hunt for his nephew, currently missing if you don't know,” 
Naomi rambled. 


"And you? That uniform isn’t for any high schools on Jabberwock,” 


“Oh! I’m a reporter, well... I mostly write under a pen name, a neighbor's actually, she is a stay-at- 
home mom so it’s easy to fake,” Naomi turned back around again, making a grand gesture with her 
hands on her hips.“I’m doing some investigative reporting on the inner tragedy and secrets of team 
danganronpa! My goal is to tell the world what they are doing and help stop the game, in my 
sister’s name,” 


“That’s... extremely dangerous, you’re a teenager, and if you’re successful they might cast you as 
an ultimate,” Yuuma muttered. “And now you’re on Jabberwock...” 


“Don’t worry bout me! Detective Saihara is watching after me, and besides, they kinda got a rule 
of this stuff, a sole survivor policy,” Naomi pulled out a pen and chewed on the tip of it. 


“They have a sole survivor policy?” 


“Yup! I did quite a lot of research on this, but basically, a family has multiple people in it, 
danganronpa must always leave one behind, this does not apply to only children,” She looked back 
at Yuuma, trying to inspect him for any familial resemblance. “Rantaro only has sisters... too pale 
to be related to Gonta... maybe you’re a cousin... actually... are you even Japanese? Maybe an 
albino to someone else? Last season?” she muttered to herself. 


“Are you trying to figure out who I’m related to?” Yuuma raised an eyebrow. Naomi nearly 
dropped the pen before focusing her eyes on his. 


“Y- yes, ve been learning from Detective Saihara about facial features and...” 


“Don’t stress it, ’'m not related to anyone who died, at least by blood, and besides, Gonta’s tan 
because he lived in the wild, remember?” Yuuma said before they headed to the back room, 
entertained by Naomi’s flustered face. "None of that matters anyway, I'm not Japanese," 


"Then what are you? You sound fluent," Naomi said. Yuuma narrowed his eye at her. 


"Nevermind! Man... I still have ways to go,” she muttered. Yuuma laughed at the likely call back 
before she opened the room. "Oh and what's your name?" 


"Yuuma Haruoto,"” 


"But didn't you say you'r-" 


“How well did you know your sister?” Yuuma cut off the line of questioning. 
“My whole life?” Naomi tilted her head. 
“You weren’t adopted or anything?” 


“No...?” Naomi shrugged before she opened the door. There were a couple of people inside. All 
easily recognizable who they likely were related to. Naomi quickly rushed in and pointed at 
Yuuma. 


“This is Yuuma! He lost his friend in the killing game and he’s here for our support group,” 
Yuuma looked across the group and studied each person. 


An old woman, Ms. Momota, Kaito’s grandmother. 


A detective in his early thirties, Shuichi’s uncle. He looked way too tired to still be awake, most 
likely on the hunt for his nephew. That’s my guy isn’t it Ms. Momota... The man was dirty blond 
and disheveled. He was wearing a blue vest under his white shirt and tie half hazardly pulled 
around him. 


A woman who was around early twenties, her long black hair gave away that she was Kiyo’s sister. 
She seemed to be in a daze, and her posture was tight. Her jacket seemed to be hand sewn. 


An old man in foreign attire that he could guess was from Angie’s island. 
And another old man in Akito clothes, definitely Tenko’s master. 


The group all started their welcomes and introduced themselves, Sadako Momota, Naomi 
Akamatsu, Hiroto Saihara, Yui Shinguji, Tai Yonaga, and Hinata Sorashi. 


“So who did you lose?” Hiroto asked before Yuuma could even give his name. "You don't look 
like you're from here," 


“Seems I'm getting that a lot... well, my name is Yuuma... and I lost a friend, how did you all end 
up staying on Jabberwock?” He deflected, instead asking a coded question far more uncomfortable. 
How did the student get caught here? Naomi's eyes widened before realizing this was not 
something she’s asked before, quickly pulled out her notebook without anyone noticing. While he 
saw the others conversing with themselves he noticed Saihara’s eyes trained on their movements 
and fixing themselves on Yuuma. Yuuma was pulled back at him before trying to ignore him. 


“There was an international Akito event taking place here, I came with my apprentice and she won 
the whole thing. The prize was a month's vacation here, my time is almost up...” Hinata 
explained. 


“T decided to travel here after I didn’t get word of my daughter and our island was in need of our 
prophet, she was commissioned to give some painting for a company and we took it as an 
opportunity to spread the word of Auta, I would bring shame if I did not return with her,” Tai went 
after him. 


“My sister went missing shortly after a recital, I was watching it but there was a breaking story 
about a murderer being caught so I rushed over to report on it, if I just... nevermind,” Naomi said. 


“T was in the hospital when I heard my brother signed on danganronpa, once he appeared on the 
show all my bills were taken care of and I was sent to one here,” Yui signed, looking off to the 
distance. 


Yuuma could feel Saihara’s eyes piercing him as if he were trying to shoot something and kill 
Yuuma on the spot. Yuuma just wanted to be done with this, get rid of the extra four, and just talk 
to the detective and Ms. Momota. He didn’t need therapy. Naomi kept fidgeting, hoping to create 
some peace between the two parties if they just saw how uncomfortable she was. 


"How about you Saihara...?" Naomi asked. 


"... he was with his parents, my sister-in-law called me that he will be with them for a bit longer," 
he deadpanned. 


Yuuma didn’t remember most of what people talked about, it was mostly just everyone opening up 
about who they knew and how they felt watching the game, it went through circles with Yuuma 
deflecting and maybe telling a story or two without saying Kokichi’s name. 


“Well... ’ ve mainly been taking over my friend’s jobs as of late since someone's gotta do them... 
and well, I’m nowhere near as smart or talented as he was...” Yuuma rambled again, feeling he 
was out of non-incriminating stories to tell. 


“Yuuma, what is your last name?” Saihara interrupted. 
“Um... Haruoto?” 


“Ok then, Mr. Haruoto, why are you so opposed to revealing whom you lost?” His eyes darkened 
for a moment. He knows already, why are you asking this? 


“Now now Detective Saihara...””» Ms. Momota tried to interrupt him. 
“Are you afraid we will be upset at you for the actions of someone else?” He continued. 
“What do you mean by that,” Yuuma said sharply. 


“Hey hey! Let’s not fight, ’m sure Yuuma has his own reasons,” Naomi rushed in before things 
were about to get out of hand. "I mean if I could hide that I was Kaede's sister I probably would..." 
Saihara stared into Yuuma’s eyes, able to detect the rage behind them before sitting back in his 
chair. 


“T apologize, I did not mean it like-” 


“So what did you mean?” Yuuma darkened his voice “That's because I’m a tad worried that this 
stupid twisted game decided to warp my friend into some villain? That they killed him off just as 
they decided he wasn’t entertaining enough? Well, it bummed out a lot of people that their favorite 
character was smashed to death by a hydraulic press. Do you know how messed up that is? Literal 
children are dying for this world’s sick entertainment, because the world just sees them as 
characters, as... as things that don’t... as things that don’t matter...”” Yuuma stood up before he 
realized he was getting heated. He quickly sat himself down “I’m... sorry I don’t tend to get heated 
like that,” The rest of the group watched but with no real reaction of shock. 


“My brother was framed as an incest serial killer when he signed on to help pay for my hospital 
bills,” Yui muttered. Yuuma paused. 


“Tm... ’'m sorry,” He tried to speak before he saw Ms. Momota sit next to him, putting an arm 
over his shoulder. 


“Quiet my child... no one blames you or your friend for what he did... he was scared, yet he did 
what he could to help everyone else,” she whispered for no one else to hear. He looked back at her. 


“Would you like to talk about it in private?” She asked. Yuuma looked to the side and nodded but 
before he stood up he turned to Yui. 


“What were you in the hospital for?” 
“Cancer, if it wasn’t for team danganronpa’s money I would likely be dead,” Yui responded. 
“T’m so sorry for your loss,” 


“Tt isn’t your fault, it seems we are on the same boat,” Yui gave a small smile as Ms. Momota 
signaled for Naomi to grab her cane. She grabbed it and led Yuuma to a small room that was 
decorated with space-themed merchandise all over. Yuuma looked back at Detective Saihara, who 
seemed to finally catch up to figure out who's Yuuma's connection. The hydraulic press comment 
likely didn't help him by any means. 


“My grandson loved space more than anything, I guess I got so used to stars everywhere I had to 
decorate my guest rooms to match,” Ms. Momota said fondly. 


“For me, it was clowns and checkerboard,” Yuuma laughed to himself. They sat in comfortable 
silence for a while waiting for Yuuma to recollect himself, he didn’t start to cry, yet he was happy 
he got at least a couple of his pent-up feelings out. To someone who didn’t deserve it. 


“So what was he like?” Ms. Momota asked. 
“Um... what do you mean?” 
“Kokichi Ouma... who else?” 


“O- Oh, well, he was young, skipped a couple grades because he was so smart. A quick learner 
too, naturally gifted in all fields except those to help him live, cooking, cleaning, showering, 
actually we had a time where my friend Misaki had to drag him kicking and screaming to a bath 
because he spent so much time in his room trying to perfect a perfect prank,” Yuuma started to 
ramble. 


“He was always a fun person to be around, he liked to joke around and use me as a human monkey 
bar, imagine trying to have a serious conversation with someone else with that guy trying to get on 
your shoulders like a very desperate puppy,” 


“T see, my grandson used to have a neighbor like that, he would always run around Kaito and 
begged to be carried, his parents were barely home so I guess he saw a relationship with Kaito to 
help,” 


“Do you know where that kid is now?” 

“No, that was back before my husband and I took him in,” 

“T see, it’s just... maybe they would have been good friends,” 

“Good friends? My boy Kaito would have taken him as another sidekick,” 
“Sidekick is a bit much, they hated each other,” 


“Well he took on an assassin as his sidekick, a little troublemaker like him wouldn’t be that much 
of a problem,” Ms. Momota laughed. 


“I see...”> Yuuma said before Naomi made a small noise at the door,” 


“So... everyone besides Detective Saihara and I decided to head out for the night... it was quite 
tense after you two left, though Yui offered to make cookies next time!” Naomi peeked out of the 
door. 


“That is great, thank you,” Ms. Momota looked at Yuuma before he nodded. 


“Well... my ride won’t be here till another couple hours, He is terrible with time, could you bring 
in Detective Saihara... I need to talk to him...” he muttered. Naomi looked back between him and 
Ms. Momota hoping for an ok sign. She nodded and Naomi ran out to grab him. A few moments 
later she returned with the detective in tow. 


“Mr. Haruoto-” he tried to open. 


“T’m sorry for lashing out at you...” Yuuma blurted out. “It wasn’t right,” it’s better to 
acknowledge my wrongdoings quickly, and hopefully he will forgive me. 


“T see, I forgive you,” Saihara nodded, his tone barely changing. Not that fast! “And I must 
apologize as well, I should have not tried to pressure you in any way,” 


Naomi was darting her eyes between everyone so fast it was a shock that they didn’t start spinning 
like a cartoon. She fiddled with her fingers before trying to interrupt. “So... is it ok for me to ask 
who you knew...” 


Yuuma shut his eyes for a second, trying to think of an answer. Ms. Momota came to his rescue. 


“Right, you might have not seen the full game... it was... it was Kokichi Ouma,” Yuuma faced 
away from the group hoping none of them had a surprising reaction. “We were all together in I 
guess you can call an organization, DICE he named it, never gave us for what it stood for. After 
his... you know, another member, Riko, went to sign up for the game in some form or revenge, 
leaving me in charge,” he finally looked over to see they were shocked, though more likely from 
revealing that one of the current participants of the game, one that is still alive, was also apart of 
DICE. 


“Oh dear,” Ms. Momota muttered. 
“T see...” Saihara put his hand to his chin. 


“Kokichi was... he was just a child, and I knew him, I knew him too well, I knew how he acted 
under that kind of pressure, for Christ’s sake, we lived on the streets together,” Yuuma called out to 
them. “He didn’t deserve any of what happened, and to die like... like that! Alone and hated, no 
one mourned him in that game, no one mourned him outside the game, the fans got angry at him 
after he got two 'fan favorites’ killed, and one of those tried to kill him first!” Yuuma muttered 
again. The worst part was referring to them as characters, as participants in a fun reality show. The 
world was so twisted and insane that these games were broadcasted across the world, different 
countries would translate them to post and when a live trial happened they had people translating 
and adding subtitles as fast as possible so the world could track them. 


“He tried to end the game... just like Kaede...’”” Naomi muttered to herself as she sat on the bed. 


“Kaito knew was going to die, the game gave him this illness meaning he was never set to make it 
out...” Ms. Momota muttered. “I’m happy he was able to at least see space before he passed, at 
least he thought he finally reached space,” the group stayed in silence for a while. Yuuma felt 
conflicted about what to do next. It took him a moment before he rushed to Detective Saihara, 
clasping his hands. 


“You're the detective,” he smiled. 
“Y- yes I am a detective,” 


“Great, then you are just the person Ms. Momota wanted me to meet up with,” Yuuma let go of 
Saihara’s hands. “If you couldn’t figure it out, we are an organization committed to helping and 
stopping team danganronpa,” he explained. 


“T’m sorry but I’m quite busy right now,” 


“Don’t worry about that,” Yuuma said, grabbing his phone from his pocket to dial Ren’s number. 
He knew he had to bring Shuichi in to get Saihara on board. “Hey can you come over,” 


“Oh, how was it?” 
“T need you to drive over, bring Near with you,” 
“Near? You mean from Death Note?” 


“No no, you know... the Near one, the smart one, the one I can’t say the name because you 
know... phones?” Yuuma rolled his eye. There was a pause for a moment before Ren spoke again. 


“Oh! Near is the one who you trust, that Near...” 

“Yes Ren...” 

“Alright alright just making sure, what are the other two you named?” 
“Morgana and Shore,” 

“That... I actually like both of those, ok then, why do you need Near?” 
“Simple, we now have another lead, now quit yapping and bring him over,” 


“Alright alright, geez,” Ren muttered before hanging up. Yuuma put the phone back into his 
pocket and looked at Saihara, thinking of his reaction to seeing his nephew alive. Should I tell him 
now? 


“So...” Yuuma scratched the back of his head. “I didn’t really plan for this, um...” he stuttered. “I 
have a surprise for you...” 


“You have a surprise for me..?” 

“Yeah, just wait for a bit and it’ll be fun!” 

“How long do I have to wait for this, I do have a lot of work to do Mr. Haruoto,” Saihara signed. 
“No clue but I heard you are investigating team danganronpa,” 

“T’m investigating my nephew’s disappearance,” Saihara deadpanned. 


“Ok... fair but your nephew is connected in one way or another to team danganronpa, in fact, he’s 
kinda become a public figure about that despite not being seen since the ending of his killing 
game,” 


“That is correct,” 


“So I say you and our group should investigate team danganronpa together, work with us, work it 
DICE!” Yuuma proposed. “Having one of the best-known detectives... I think, on our side could 
actually help us in getting Riko found and get her out of the game,” 


“That seems like a great idea Detective Saihara!” Naomi perked up before turning to Yuuma. “Can 
I join DICE?” she asked. Yuuma was taken a bit aback at her offer. No one has ever directly asked 
to join DICE, more or less Kokichi finds them in the wild and drags them in. “I mean... I don’t 
know how useful I would be, do I get a cool codename?” Yuuma stared at her for a moment. He 
signed and smiled at her, going into his bag and finding two checkered scarves. One was his own, 
while the other is an extra he always carried around in case the first got ruined. He never ruined his 
first and had quite a bit of sentimental value to it, so he didn’t find the issue of giving away his 
second. 


Yuuma walked over to Naomi holding the scarf to her. She almost looked to be in denial as Yuuma 
went behind her and wrapped it around her neck, walking back in front of her to see how it looked. 
He moved his hand behind her and pulled her hair out of the scarf, then playfully pushed her hat 
over her head and laughed. 


“Tt looks good on you, welcome to DICE Ms. magica,” Yuuma said. 

“Oh my god! Does that mean I get to join the DICE headquarters?” Naomi squealed. 

“T’m sure we can find room,” Yuuma responded. 

“Ms. Akamatsu, aren’t you forgetting you're here with me?” Saihara put his hand on her shoulder. 
“T’m sure we can figure something out!” 

“Ms. Akamatusu, they are a criminal organization, you can’t just join one like that,” 

“Who says I can’t?” Naomi pouted. 

“T’m a part of the police force,” 


“Eh they’re corrupt anyway,” Yuuma scoffed. "they probably work with team danganronpa to snag 
teens if it gets them off the streets, bet that’s how they got into contact with all those murder 
talents and criminals like Ryoma Hoshi for the last couple seasons,” 


“That... That is a fair assessment, however, I cannot just allow all of this, Ms. Akamatsu is my 
responsibility as I promised her parents,” Saihara deadpanned. “And even if I could trust you I’m 
sorry but you do not have a history of being found and sent to killing games,” 


“Now Detective Saihara...” Ms. Momota glared. 


“Low blow, but for your information, Kokichi was kidnapped far away from our base and Riko 
volunteered herself,” 


“Riko... volunteered herself?” Naomi shivered. 


“If you want to more about her reasonings, I couldn’t tell you even if I wanted to, that girl is way 
too confusing,” 


“How could someone decide to willingly join the killing game when they lost someone you claim 
to care about,” Saihara stepped forward to Yuuma, eyes dark. 


“If you would like to ask her then you better stop giving me attitude and accept my offer,” Yuuma 
crossed his arms. 


“You are a mere child, do not reprimand how I speak to you,” 


“T’m eighteen, so you stop acting like a child and listen to me,” Yuuma pointed at Saihara. “This 
world ain’t gonna change anytime soon, season fifty-three was extremely popular and they keep 
making more money from the deaths of our loved ones, and let me tell you I’m only here to get 
ahold of you so we can get save Riko and finally figure out a plan to get rid of this terrible stupid 
show, I just... I can’t lose anyone again,” Yuuma felt his eyes sting before he looked down. 
Something in his breakdown caused Saihara to soften his eyes. He shut them tight 


“T’m deeply sorry, let’s continue to discuss this in the living room,” he went to the couch to sit 
down. Ms. Momota followed him to sit herself down as well. 


“Hey... are you ok?” Naomi whispered to Yuuma. It took a moment for Yuuma to gather himself, 
but eventually, he nodded and followed the duo into the living room. Yuuma decided to sit as close 
to the window as possible before Ren pulled up with Shuichi in tow. He leaned over to Naomi. 


“You know for a detective, he hasn’t yet figured it out,” He whispered. 
“What hasn’t he figured out?” she whispered back. 


“Simple, he talks so big against me yet Ms. Momota knows very well the day she met me that we 
were tracking the survivors on the run and managed to find them,” Yuuma whispered. Naomi’s 
eyes widened as she turned to face Yuuma. 


“Ts that the surprise?” 
“Yup! Though I wanted to tell you in advance because... ya know,” 


“Yeah... “ she looked down for a moment before turning back to him “Is Shuichi as pretty in real 
life as he is on TV?” she asked. 


“Oh my god...” Yuuma muttered. “You are just as bad as the rest of them, I swear you, Misaki, 
Namie, Riko, and even Kazu were all over that boy, I had to inform Ren that putting on mascara 
and becoming an emo is not the way to get girl’s attention, Shuichi is just naturally apparently 
attractive to them,’ Yuuma scolded. 


“Hey, I only say what I see, and what I saw was a pretty man,” Naomi snapped back. Yuuma just 
rolled his eye. He checked his phone hoping to get a message so he could stop waiting. 


“Almost there, do I need to tell Near anything?” 


“No, just make sure no one sees him when you bring him into the cafe, we are all the way to the 
back, the cafe doubles as her house.” 
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Yuuma shut his phone, knowing he had to get a little more small talk to pass the time. “My friend 
Ren is almost here, I would like for you to at least come to our base, and meet the group before you 
make decisions,” Yuuma signed. 


“Can you be sure it’s safe?” Saihara asked. 


“As safe as it can be,’ Yuuma stared at him. 
“Wait what do you mean by that?” Naomi muttered. 


“Once you join the fight against team danganronpa you are willing to sacrifice everything,” Yuuma 
responded. Naomi stayed silent for a moment before responding. 


“Alright!” 
“You relented that fast?” Saihara put his hand on his chin. 


“My sister was killed by team danganronpa’s actions, I have a bit of protection from the sole 
survivor policy, I want to get revenge on them,” Naomi stared him down. “Your nephew might not 
be here, but he’s still alive,” she said sharply. 


“Yes... I’m sorry if I come off as a little harsh,” Saihara stumbled. 


“Now if we all stop arguing, and just wait for Ms. Haruoto’s friend to come in,” Ms. Momota 
spoke up, calm as ever. 


“Which he is here!” Ren burst through the door, how close was he??, startling everyone except for 
Ms. Momota, who calmly drank her tea. When did she get tea? Ren walked in greeting Yuuma and 
looking at Naomi wearing the scarf, then looking back at Yuuma, then smiling. 


“Please tell me you wrapped that around her just like Eren did with Mikasa, please tell me you did 
that,” Ren whispered to him. 


“What are you on about? Did you bring him?” Yuuma crossed his arms. 
“Of course, he’s coming he’s coming,” 

“Did you leave him alone?” Yuuma growled. 

“No, just wait, so who are these people?” Ren pointed across the group. 
“Naomi Akamatsu, Hiroto Saihara, and Sadako Momota,” 

“T see I see,” 

“And who are you?” Saihara asked. 


“Oh! I’m Ren Sasaki and you might know my little friend,” Ren introduced himself before pointing 
the group to the doorframe, spotting a familiar boy. Shuichi was in a black hoodie and jeans, with 
his hood still hiding most of his face. Despite this, everyone could recognize exactly who he was, 
could be from his face plastered everywhere, or that everyone in that room had some connection to 
the killing game. 


“Ojisan?" The rest of the group turned to watch Saihara’s reaction while Naomi seemed ready to 
fangirl over seeing Shuichi in person. 


“S- Shuichi..?” Saihara managed to mutter before turning to Yuuma and Ren. Yuuma made a small 
jazz hand gesture while Ren smiled. 


“Surprise,” Yuuma said. Saihara looked back at Shuichi who stepped into the room only to be 
greeted by Saihara’s tackle hug. He clung on to Shuichi who was barely able to register him being 
him. 


“Dear god I thought I’d lost you,” Saihara muttered and repeated into Shuichi’s jacket, starting to 
tear up and bringing the two of them to their knees. Yuuma, Ren, and Naomi walked over to the 
other side with Ms. Momota, who had a warm smile on her face. 


“So...” Shuichi quickly pulled him back, however, Saihara still kept his grip on Shuichi's 
shoulders, almost as if he let go, Shuichi would just disappear forever. Shuichi stayed silent for a 
moment, staring into his uncle’s eyes. “It’s all real...” Shuichi started to tear up a bit before 
Saihara pulled him into another hug. This time Shuichi finally wrapped his own arms around 
Saiaha and barred his head into his shoulders. 


“Yes, and don’t let them ever make you believe that it wasn’t,” Saihara said. Yuuma knew it 
wasn’t exactly true. Team danganronpa existed. There were willing sign-ups for that game. Team 
danganronpa themselves likely butchered his memories to some degree to make him suit their 
narrative. 


Yuuma thought to himself, realizing he really knew nothing about the Shuichi that Saihara knew. 
All of their stories were based in reality, however many were twisted, as shown with Yui and Kiyo, 
thank god. Perhaps that’s why everyone hated Kokichi, he was only a fragment of the person he 
truly knew. Just a fake. 


“You know, the killing game actually cut out a lot of what Shuichi really went through,” Ms. 
Momota said. She was quiet enough to make sure the Saiharas could not hear them. 


“What do you mean?” Naomi asked. 


“T’m not sure it’s my place to tell, however, I can say that team danganronpa does a really good job 
in twisting the truth just enough for the perfect narrative, and I doubt that Saihara will ever let 
Shuichi out of his sight again,” Ms. Momota shut her eyes before placing the tea down on the table 
next to the couch. 


Saihara managed to stand up, keeping his arm around Shuichi’s shoulder and leaning him on the 
couch as well. There was a strange look in his eyes, one of commitment, passion, and anger at the 
same time. His eyes were slightly red like Shuichi’s yet unlike Shuichi, he was so deep in thought it 
would be impossible for even Kokichi to likely figure it out. 


“How long have you known?” Saihara settled himself before turning to Yuuma and the rest. There 
was a bit of anger in his voice, likely because Yuuma didn’t open up with that. Jn my defense, I 
gotta make sure you’re trustworthy. 


“About a week, Shuichi, Himiko, and Maki we managed to get a hint about and took them in, 
they’ ve been staying with us, though Shuichi is the only one aware that we are DICE, I’m sure 
Shuichi can tell you the rest,” Yuuma explained. “I only knew about you when I came here from 
Ms. Momota’s letter,” 


“Ms... Ms. Momota?” Shuichi stuttered, noticing the old woman. Right, it was Kaito’s motive 
video that he received. He likely knows exactly who she is. 

“Yes my dear, sadly my husband passed, and now I run this small cafe and a support group for 
those who lost people to the killing games,” Ms. Momota responded. Before she could continue 
Naomi jumped in front of her. 


“Ooo! You are even handsomer in person than on TV! I can see why my sister liked you... I’m 
Naomi Akamatsu!” she gleefully said. At this point Shuichi was in probably three states of shock 
at this point, not sure how to respond to his dead best friend’s grandmother, his uncle, or the twin 
whatever he had going on with Kaede. 


“So old man, you wanna trust us now?” Yuuma grinned at Saihara. 


“T would not call Detective Saihara here anywhere near old my dear,” Ms. Momota laughed to 
herself. Saihara nodded at Yuuma. 


“Of course, I will help you out, I need to apologize for all my prior behavior, and... thank you so 
much,” 


“Apology accepted! At this point, we have all been doing so many screw-ups and likely a lot more 
there is no point to linger on a few hurt feelings,” Yuuma laughed. Ren just looked at the group 
completely confused. 


“Are we getting guests to the mansion?” he asked, turning to Yuuma. 


“Well we only can be kind to our new members,” Yuuma smiled, pointing specifically at Naomi 
wearing his scarf. He quickly went into his bag and threw a small bracelet to Saiahra, it was black 
and white. “Also, welcome to DICE, wolf,” 


“Wait, I still have my apart-” Saihara tried to say before Ren pulled out his phone and started to 
type on it. 


“Actually we can refund you all that money and kick you out, that’s basically child’s play for 
Sachi,” He explained. “Besides, you don’t want to be separated from your beloved nephew do 
you...?” Ren smiled. 


“Wai-” Saihara just stuttered, trying to figure out what just happened. Shuichi laughed to himself a 
bit, getting a shocked expression from Saihara. 


“You find that funny?” Saihara muttered, Shuichi just looked up at him a bit confused. 


“Yeah... you never get caught off guard, that just seems to be the power of DICE,” Shuichi 
laughed. Saihara blinked a couple of times before calming his expression. Yuuma narrowed his eye 
at him. Was he shocked Shuichi was laughing? He turned over to Ren. 


“Call everyone to meet up, I want to collect everyone so we can get a plan together,” 
“Do we have enough to be able to do that?” Ren asked. 


“Not as much as I would want, but if Saihara is really as amazing as everyone seems to say, then 
we might have a shot at rescuing Riko,” 
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Saihara is one of the characters I'm most excited about, mostly because he is the only 
middle-aged adult in the cast who isn't evil. I also adored writing him with Shuichi. 
His reuniting with Shuichi was one of the scenes I was really excited to write and a lot 
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so how Naomi and Saihara look, they are both based on Kaede and Shuichi's beta 
designs. So basically imagine Shuichi's beta as older, and less schoolboy. And 
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I have a lot to do with the next few chapters because as soon as we enter the fifty- 
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to him is pacing which I always feel I struggle with, a lot of scenes I worry go too 
quickly or the plot is barely moving along, 


Yuuma's wandering adventures 
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Yuuma found himself sitting in a dark room, Naomi was sitting right next to him crisscrossed, 
while Saihara sat in the middle. They were all watching him analyze a past trial case in the current 
killing game. It seemed to be the third trial, a double murder. The second was also a double murder 
oddly enough. 


“Do you know who the killer is?” Naomi peered down at the heated discussion on the screen. 
Saihara put his hand over his mouth before pointing to one of the players, it was a younger girl, all 
in figure skating-themed clothes and a choppy short haircut. 


“Her,” He said. 


“Already they just got to the trial,” Yuuma titled his head, he knew that Saihara was right since he 
watched this trial live. 


“Yeah, she is the only one who could have possibly done it, just by looking at the crime scene,” He 
responded. 


“How?” Naomi asked. 


“She committed the murder by luring the victim to the garden and smashing her head to a wall, the 
second witnessed the crime so she had to pounce and they fought again, during the fight the second 
victim managed to cut her hair a bit. She covered up the crime by writing a random name in blood. 
The only issue is that she wrote the name in her native language in a panic, but no one else could 
understand the letters so that is the only thing that caused them to not figure it out. Afterward, she 
knew that her hair with the poor cut would be a giveaway, so she made up a scene in front of her 
friends to cut it, in reference to Mulan, then she went with her two friends to discover the bodies 
like she was innocent,” Saihara recounted as the people on the screen started to press a completely 
different suspect. 


“How did you figure that all out?” Yuuma asked, crossing his arms. 


“All in the clues, while soaked in blood and hard to tell the color, she, Riko, and Kana are the only 


three that are long enough, however, Riko has an alibi and Kana is not physically capable of this 
type of murder. As well that I know both are still alive in the killing game,” He started to explain. 


“Along with her hair-cutting scene feeling too scripted and show-like as if she was trying to act out 
something... I wouldn’t be surprised if team danganronpa meddled with her mind to make her act 
like that. It’s also clear she got into a struggle with the second victim and not the first due to the 
position of the bodies, the first one has blunt force trauma on the side of her head near the lilies. 
Likely she led her just close enough to the wall and quickly overpowered her, she later used a 
broken piece of glass from the struggle to stab the first victim’s neck to appear she is dead, and the 
second body is laying in the middle of the thorn bushes. It’s not planned and the way the body is 
damaged doesn’t seem controlled, the murder weapon is not known, but my theory is that the killer 
used her extra skis in her backpack as a sharp weapon,” 


“Oh I see, did they mention her skis yet?” 


“No, I only recalled her skis back when they unlocked her lab,” Saihara responded bluntly. Naomi 
pointed to the long-haired girl. 


“She’s being weirdly quiet,” 


“That’s because she’s analyzing each person’s statements, she is trying to find who is lying, watch 
as she presses the suspect to see if she’s lying,” Saihara nudged his head for Naomi to watch the 
game. 


“Kukiko, what’s your favorite flower?” the long-haired girl asked. 

“How does this matter?” Kukiko, the ice-themed girl asked. 

“Just answer the question,” 

“The Lilly,” Kukiko muttered. 

“No that’s wrong!” a purple-haired boy shouted out. 

““W- what?” Kukiko was taken aback. 

“T don’t know why, but ya monopad says in ‘likes’ that you like poinsettias,” 

“Wait... you know what a poinsettia is!?” Kukiko shouted out, “but you’re so dumb!” 
“Hey! ’'m not dumb! But in general, that means you were lying about your favorite flower,” 
“And why does this matter?” another person asked, extremely annoyed. 


“Simple, why would you lie about something so simple?” The long-haired girl crossed her arms. 
“Comfortable people would not lie about their testimonies, and I’ve already made a reputation that 
random questions I ask can incriminate people,” 


“But that still proves nothing!” Kukiko shouted. 


“Kukiko... why are you getting worked up?” the room started to erupt. Yuuma could not identify 
each person as they all went insane. 


“Because it means nothing!” 


“Why would you lie in the first place, that doesn’t prove anything?” 


“The murder happened in a garden!” 


“Isn’t the flower the first victim came across a lily?” the suspect said after the trial has spent quite 
a while trying to figure out who the first and second victims were. 


“Oh yeah! Maybe Kukiko said lily because it reminds her of the murder she committed,” 


“T agree with that!” the purple-haired boy said “People tend to put on the spot will think of the first 
thing that comes to their mind,” 


“Oh! Oh! Kai, could you secretly be the ultimate psychologist?” the long-haired girl jumped 
playfully. 


“No, quit screwin around Riko! Kukiko,-” the boy kept going on. The trial finally went to the 
suspected killer. Yuuma already knew she was the killer, he watched the trial live and was quite 
thankful it was another case Riko wasn’t involved in. He turned to look at all the notes, half of 
them were about the cases themselves but the others were about different background details 
pointing to possible locations. There was one paper that he noticed above all else. 


Everyone wears masks, there has been a reported shortage in ultimates as of late, maybe this is to 
hide a reused player? 


Kai is the clear “main character” purple hair, same body type, same skin tone, doesn’t remember 
his talent. Common phrases and words, luminary of the blank, quit screwin around, talks a lot 
about being a man, very motivational. 


“Detective Saihara, why do you focus this much on this Kai person?” Naomi asked, squinting her 
eyes to read the paper in the darkroom as she looked over Yuuma’s shoulder. Saihara stayed silent 
as he wrote more notes down. 


“Something about him, he reminds me too much of a participant in Shuichi’s game,” he responded. 
Yuuma was quite familiar with his theory, it was brought up online a couple of times and shut 
down by the staff themselves. /t’s clear if the staff is shutting it down it won’t be a reveal to show 
in-game at least. Naomi only did a bit of research on Kokichi and watched some “best moments” 
compilations online of everything that happened after Kaede’s death. 


“Which one?” Naomi asked. 


“Kaito Momota, he spent a lot of time with Shuichi, and overall Shuichi got a lot of focus during 
his killing game,” 


“Oh, Shuichi was the protagonist after he took over...”» Naomi paused before she felt Saihara put a 
hand over her shoulder. No matter how long ago it was or ever will be, Naomi doesn’t feel she will 
truly accept her twin’s loss. 


“T thought Kiibo was the protagonist in that killing game,” Yuuma turned to her. 


“No, they advertised Kaede as the protag then later put Shuichi as the focus, Kiibo is just 
sometimes a pov character when Kaede and eventually Shuichi are in the room with him,” Saihara 
corrected. Yuuma paused to think of it. It made a lot of sense, Kiibo wasn’t always the focus, and 
judging he had a connection to Miu... that was probably for the best. 


“This game values their protagonists a lot, they either are false protagonists or possibly die at the 
end and if my theory is true, this protagonist is set to die at the end,” 


“Why is that?” 


“Because if team danganronpa is reusing a person who is supposed to be dead unless they plan to 
set a new trend which I doubt, this season doesn’t have the best ratings, but not as bad to pull a 
bombshell like that to boost them,” 


“So they basically will kill him off so no one ever figures it out, that’s why they used the masked 
killing game,” Yuuma finished. 


“Right, the ideal outcome is if I can figure out where this is located, then we can save everyone 
currently trapped in and possibly more,” Saihara muttered, looking through some of his notes. 


“I’m guessing no such luck...” Naomi muttered. Instead of agreeing, Saihara grabbed a couple of 
the papers except for the notes on Kai, and handed them to Yuuma. 


“Hand these to Shuichi, and see if he can get any connections,” Saihara said. Yuuma nodded before 
heading out, hearing the TV figure continue for the case. Strangely the protagonist wasn’t the one 
who declared the killer, rather it was the brown-haired girl. 


“The only possibility of the killer is Kukiko Fubuki, the ultimate ice skater,” She declared. 


“Why... why why why...” Kukiko started to break down in tears, Yuuma left before he had to 
watch her painful execution another time. 


oh KK OK 


Yuuma handed the papers off to Shuichi, who had been much more pleasant to talk to ever since 
his uncle moved in. Misaki however, was completely livid. Mostly because he just brought in two 
people to live with them. She had to stay up all night reworking rooms so they could fit them. At 
this point, Yuuma had to sprint by her every time he saw her, while Namie would fall to the floor 
laughing every time. 


“This is Detective Saihara’s notes, he wants to see if you can use your knowledge,” 
“Tf Oji-san can’t find anything, why would I?” Shuichi asked. 


“Don’t be too down on yourself, you've been through too much, besides you have experience in the 
game and how escaping worked,” 


“T can help with a detection spell if you need,” Himiko muttered, laying across the table where 
Shuichi was sitting. 


“Where’s Maki?” Yuuma asked. He didn’t see her often, though when the other two were together, 
she tended to stick around them, silent and scowling. He didn’t mind her not being there, he wasn’t 
interested in seeing her. Besides most of her experience in the killing game, she was just a stick in 
the mud. 


“She’s using the bathroom right now,” Shuichi said. As if on cue, Maki walked in. She was 
wearing something Daidio made, a white striped shirt, a puffy skirt, and a black tie. Her hair was 
down with a bow on the back. Daido also made Himiko a galaxy bear hoodie for Himiko, who 
wore over her usual outfit. 


“Cute outfit,” Yuuma said, knowing it would get on her nerves. 


“What do you want?” she asked before sitting down next to Shuichi. ““What’s that,” she turned to 


Shuichi. 
“Just something Oji-san wanted me to take a look at,” 


“Can I see?’ She grabbed the notes, studying them. She was semi-aware of what was going on, 
however, they have yet to break it to her that she was in DICE. Meeting Naomi was a trip for her, 
more than he expected. 


“Tt’s notes on the current killing game, once we find the location we’re gonna get Sachi and Kiibo 
to lower the defenses, and send in most likely Nao, Namie, Sachi, and Daido to extract everyone, 
with Misaki on standby,” 


“No,” 
“What?” 

“That won’t work,” 

“What are you talking about?” Yuuma tilted his head, annoyed. 


“Sachi should stay inside with the code, instead... let me go in, alone,” Maki deadpanned. Yuuma 
was taken aback by her offer, she didn’t have any reason to care about them. 


“Why?” he asked. Maki just stayed silent. 

“Nyeh... we don’t want anyone else to suffer the killing games,” Himiko murmured. 
“We?” 

“Uh yeah... we’ve kinda been discussing this among ourselves,” Shuichi explained. 


“Um... well, Pll talk it over with everyone else, Sachi would be happy about that,” Yuuma ran his 
hand through his hair, thinking of what else to say. He looked at Shuichi for some form of support. 


“If you do decide to use Maki, then you need to make sure she knows everything,” code for... “tell 
her” he mentally rolled his eye at the suggestion. The group already told Himiko, mostly due to 
Sachi letting it spill. Kibo found out about her so Yuuma had to deal with a girl and an AI yelling 
at him. That means that Maki is the only one still in the dark. 


“Maybe... we'll still need to do some planning, figure out how we get in from the first place and all 
that,” Yuuma responded, turning away from the group for now. He wasn’t exactly sure what to do 
at this point, everyone else was busy on their own things, he used to never have free time, usually, 
Kokichi was bugging him. 


oh KK ok 


He went back to his room, looking at a whiteboard of different ideas and plans. Maki would be 
extremely useful for this plan. 


He grabbed a small ball and threw it at the wall, getting his mind going at the rhythm. Things were 
so easy with Kokichi. There was a knocking sound at his door. 


“What is it?” 


“It’s me,” Naomi called out. 


“What do you need,” he walked over and opened the door. Naomi was standing there with a 
concerned face, and behind her were Ren and Kazu. 


“Fucking Saihara’s phones won’t stop ringing, and the mother fucker wants us to answer it,” Kazu 
explained. “Says Naomi is his secretary or some shit,” 


“Then why do you need me?” Yuuma raised an eyebrow. 


“Because I have no idea what to say to them! It’s... it’s Saihara’s wife and his brother...” Naomi 
muttered. Yuuma paused, realizing why she needed help. 


“Alright, you got the phone?” He asked, Naomi, pulled it out, showing the call is on hold. “Ok, 
Ren, Naomi, just come in my room,” 


“What about me?” Kazu whined. 
“If you promise to keep your mouth shut,” Yuuma put his hands on his hips. 


“Fine...” Kazu grumbled. The rest of the group followed in the room before Naomi quietly 
grabbed the phone, set it to speaker mode, and unmuted. 


“Hi...Ms. Saihara,” She muttered. 


“Ah! Naomi, what took you so long?” a female voice came out, in the background seemed to be 
two other voices. 


“Uh... yeah, you’re husband is busy right now on a lead, but I got the guy who gave him the lead,” 
“Oh! Is it about Shuichi? Please tell me it’s on Shuichi,” she pleaded. 

“Well... kinda, it’s hard to really explain over the phone,” 

“T see... what’s your name?” 

“Yuuma Haruoto, pleasure to meet you,” 

“Who are you talking to?!” a male voice in the background called out. 

“Who’s that?” Yuuma asked. 

“Um... it’s Akihiko Tsukikagi, my brother-in-law,” Ms. Saihara said. 


“Wait... that Akihiko Tsukikami? The one who married Akari Tsukikami!” Ren pushed Kazu out 
of the way to the phone. 


“Yes?” Ms. Saihara responded. 
“Who’s Akari Tsukikagi?” Yuuma asked. 


“You don’t know? She’s like one of the biggest actresses in Japan and America! She got her break 
as an actress when she played Murkuro in that one IF movie when she was only seventeen, she’s a 
fashion model, has been on every reality and late-night show to imagine, she speaks four 
languages, she travels the world, but yeah, she’s a massive deal!” Ren explained. 


“Shuichi did say his parents are famous,” Naomi agreed. 


“No kidding, that woman was so famous they took her last name when they got married, everyone 
knows even a bit of Japanese culture knows her name!” Ren exclaimed. 


“But doesn’t that mean Shuichi should be Shuichi Tsukikagi?” Yuuma asked. 


“Oh yes... That’s a long story... but to the public, yes, however in private we have legal ownership 
and changed his name,” Ms. Saihara said. The group all looked at each other, deciding to press 
Detective Saihara or Shuichi about it later, Ren was definitely going to gush about his mother’s 
work to Shuichi, meaning it was Yuuma’s job to pester Saihara. 


“T see, so what have you called us for?” 


“T wanted to check on Hiroto, he’s been quite silent for a while, I know he usually gets tangled in 
his work and by god I want to find Shuichi as much as anyone, I’m sure Akihiko and Akari both 
are worried sick!” she said, 


“Of course,” Akihiko, now louder, said to the phone. “If ’'m not mistaken, Akari and I are coming 
to Jabberwock for an interview about Shuichi’s part in the killing game so we can come visit him!” 
Yuuma couldn’t stop himself from recoiling at the man’s playful attitude. Your son was shoved in a 
killing game and is currently missing, and you are taking interviews? 


“You should come to Ms. Saihara, I’m sure your husband misses you,” Naomi said. 
“T’m sorry, I can’t with my job, once I get some off days I plan to come over,” 


“And all the other people in the fucking party!” Kazu couldn’t hold it in anymore, Ren responded 
by shoving him away. Ms. Saihara laughed from the other side. 


“’m sure you are all a joy... oh I’m getting another call from work, make Hiroto actually get some 
sleep for me will ya?” 


“Yeah...” Naomi responded. The phone hung up before anyone could respond to it. Yuuma 
flopped right on the back of the bed while the other three all watched him throw his hands to his 
face. 


“What shitty parents,” Kazu muttered. The other two turned to him a bit confused. “I mean, they 
basically just shoved Shuichi onto his uncle’s custody so they can go to America and do god knows 
what,” 


“You don’t know the full story,” Ren muttered. 


“But I know enough to make my judgment on that, did you hear how his father acted? He’s coming 
for an interview, not that his son’s fucking missing on Jabberwock and not the most popular of 
characters right now, at least from what I heard on the streets,” 


“M- maybe,” Naomi stuttered. 


“No he’s right,” Yuuma signed, “Ren, Naomi, remember when Saihara and Shuichi were 
reunited?” 


“Yeah?” the duo nodded. 


“The way Detective Saihara clung on to him, way too protective, whenever someone from the 
orphanage came back to visit us, their parents would be around, exact expression when around the 
staff, everyone knew they were abusive, we couldn’t do anything about that, however, doesn’t 


matter anyway, what matters is I know that look,” Yuuma sat up, brushing the half of his hair over 
his face and staring at them with his other. “It was the look of an adoptive parent who saved a child 
from abuse,” 


“That has its own expression?” Kazu asked. 
“Shuichi was abused?” Ren tilted his head. 


“Not physically, maybe psychologically, perhaps neglected? It’s hard to say because team 
danganronpa for definitely cut that out of Shuichi’s memories for some reason,” 


“Detective Saihara was definitely shocked when he saw Shuichi so much as laughed,” Naomi 
muttered. 


“Yuuma you better not tell me that Shuichi had some type of depression and danganronpa found a 
way to fucking cure it- ” Kazu started. 


“No I doubt that, though I’m not that educated on the subject, we have to ask Detective Saihara 
about Shuichi’s prior mental state and then find someone who knows the flashback lights well 
enough to see if they can rework a person to that level,” Yuuma ran his hand through his hair. 


“Well if I recall from everyone else’s recollections of the survivors before they were put in, most of 
them to some degree had the same traits, Yui always said that Kiyo was quite odd, and the others 
said similar stories, Ms. Momota said that Kaito was almost exactly the same person as she knew,” 
Naomi pulled out her pen to chew the tip of it. Yuuma nodded in agreement. Kokichi still had traits 
of who they knew, while he felt like a different person he was when he was kidnapped, he had a lot 
of traits of the person he and Riko lived on the streets whenever they came across certain threats. 


“Oh right, you went to those support sessions long before I showed up, how did Detective Saihara 
describe Shuichi?” 


“Hm...” Naomi moved the pen from her mouth to poking her cheek, “he didn’t say much when I 
think about it, that Shuichi was shy, independent, kindhearted, and saw the best in others, 
whenever asked about his history he actually seemed to get upset at something before going as 
vague as possible,” 


“Tf that’s not fucking suspicious I don’t know what is,” Kazu rolled his eyes. 


“We can’t just go off that alone,” Ren’s voice trailed. “We should ask Detective Saihara, or maybe 
the couple in question when they come over,” 


“Oh shoot!” Yuuma said. “What are we gonna do about those two wanting to see Detective 
Saihara?” 


“Have them come over?” Naomi tilted her head. 


“No fucking way,” Kazu shook his head “I am not risking being discovered by some bitch and 
bastard, if one has ties to danganronpa already like I’m not saying anything about them as people 
till I get all the info, but I ain’t trusting them,” 


“We can set something up in a public area if they ask, but if my theory is right then I doubt they 
will bother with Detective Saihara,” Yuuma put his hand to his chin, deep in thought. J can go over 
and talk with Saihara again. Yuuma looked back up at the three in his room. “Alright lemme think 
of something, shoo,” 


The trio all looked at each other before Yuuma brought his hand out to push them out, asking 
Naomi to shut the door after them. Yuuma sighed to himself before pulling out his laptop and 
searching for anyone named “Shuichi Tsukikagi”. 


What followed wasn’t much information, more some gossip articles about Akari and Akihiko with 
their son, more recent articles list that Shuichi Saihara has been identified as Shuichi Tsukikagi, 
sparking a lot more discussions about the name change. 


“Maybe they didn’t want to associate him with Akari Tsukikagi so they changed his name?” One 
thread started on the danganronpa news site. 


“Nah, Akari is always in the spotlight, shocked she hasn’t talked much about her son in the killing 
game,” 


“She doesn’t talk about her son much in general, honestly the few times I’ve seen her bring him up 
she seems that she didn’t even want him,” 


“Celebs are always like that tho,” 
“Homegirl probably leaves him to the maids,” 


“Doesn’t she not agree to employ maids? Some ethical reason from the industry got on the news 
too,” 


“Then maybe she does care for the kid, the only time I’ve ever seen them pictured together when 
they did promotional events for children’s causes,” The last commenter added a photo of the 
family in what seemed to be a charity event. 


Akari was a beautiful woman, no way Yuuma was ever going to guess she was in her mid-thirties 
and had a child. She was thin, her long blueish-black hair flowed just to the middle of her back. 
The iconic IF movie must have drawn her freckles because her skin was flawless. She wasn’t 
smiling, keeping a sleek, elegant look to herself. Contrasting with her, Akihiko was a dirty blond 
like his brother, Shuichi definitely didn’t get as much from him, except maybe his eye color. He 
wasn’t ugly by any means, but compared to his wife, Shuichi won the lottery on which parent he 
took after. 


Shuichi was in the middle, it seems that it was taken around the time Shuichi was ten, he was in a 
small suit, staring at the camera with the same expression as his mother. His eyes were a dull gold, 
almost cloudy, and checked out to the situation. Yuuma recognized his expression from a couple of 
kids at the orphanage. 


Yuuma shut the laptop before sighing and looking out the window. It was close to evening, so it 
wouldn’t hurt to take one final stroll for the night. 


Walking along the halls he had small conversations with Misaki and the twins before running 
across Daido holding Maki’s arm out to measure something. Shuichi and Himiko were both in the 
room as well, Shuichi writing something down in a notebook. He looked up to spot Yuuma and 
smiled for him to come over. 


“So what are you doing?” He walked in and leaned on the door frame. 


“T need to make Maki’s measurements again, I got this stellar idea that I think will work-” Daido 
started to explain. Yuuma waved his arm to stop him. 


“Don’t spoil it now, show us once you’re done,” he gave a small smile to Daido who nodded with a 


grin. “Now Shuichi, do you got anything for me?” 


“Um... yeah I do actually,” Shuichi walked over with both his own and his uncle’s notes. There 
were certain parts circles and with more notes making connections. “I have a theory where the 
killing game is placed,” 


Yuuma raised an eyebrow. “Where?” 
“Well that’s the hard part, I believe it’s underwater, right off the coast of Jabberwock,” 
“Underwater?” 


“Not too far deep, like a huge dome under with most likely an underground passage, from the main 
headquarters,” 


“We didn’t escape from that one so we don’t really know what’s in there,” Maki elaborated. 
“Oh right, you never really told us how you did that?” Yuuma said. 


“Tt wasn’t much... after the game, they tried to steal us away but Maki fought them, we managed 
to make a break for it out of the dome after we collected a small remnant of the exisal gun,” 
Himiko explained. 


“T see...” Yuuma sighed, knowing that was barely anything to go off of. “Anyway, about your 
theory?” 


“Oh right, due to the typhoon coming, they stated there is a chance for a delayed episode, that only 
means it has to be near Jabberwock in some way and all other locations I’ve tried out, and by Oji- 
san’s notes, there seems to be an underwater theme for the killing game,” 


“Have you told Detective Saihara about this?” Yuuma asked. 
“Yeah, he’s in his room right now trying to confirm it,” 


“Alrighty, that’s all I need, thank you,” Yuuma turned around before turning back and directing 
something to Shuichi. “By the way, what’s your memory of your parents like?” 


“Oh... um, they were good people, they were quite busy all the time so I didn’t see them often, I 
dunno,” Shuichi shrugged. 


“No strong feelings about them? Good or bad?” 


“Not really, they were usually busy, I still love them though,” Shuichi had a distant look in his 
eyes, almost identical to the one he had in the photo. Hmm, what I wouldn’t give to get a better 
look into how the flashback lights work and see if they really cut out things from his memory. 
“Why you ask?” 


“No reason, just since Detective Saihara was your guardian and you took his last name I was 
curious,” 


“What do you mean I took his last name?” Shuichi asked. Yuuma tilted his head before brushing it 
off, chalking it up to the flashback lights again. 


“Nevermind,” Yuuma quickly turned around and left before Shuichi asked more questions. 


It wasn’t a far walk from the room he was into Saihara’s room. Saihara never wanted to actually 


leave Shuichi’s sight, but he also didn’t want Shuichi to be exposed to another killing game. Man’s 
so paranoid, I doubt he would be phased by the same type of death as what he actually 
experienced. Hell, this killing game was more censored than the last one because the last was too 
graphic. 


Yuuma opened the door to notice Saihara wasn’t even noticing him, all the notes were scattered 
about like no tomorrow while he sat on the floor. 


“So...” he leaned on the doorframe to Saihara’s room, now on a new episode. “Shuichi’s theory 
that it’s underwater, near the coast of Jabberwock,” 


Saihara put his hand to his mouth before pausing the episode. “Yeah... my hunch was right,” He 
muttered. Yuuma could run up and hug him before throwing a party. They finally had a location, 
they finally had a hint. We can actually save Riko. However, he kept his cool. 


“That’s good news, any idea where on the coast?” Yuuma asked. Saihara nodded before he pulled 
out his phone to show a map. We need a paper map, I want to dramatically map out a plan with a 
huge paper map.... 


“Around here, this is the main facility to team danganronpa, and here is one of their recovery 
centers, if my other theory of people like Kaito Momota are being kept alive, then team 
danganronpa needs an easy way to connect, so that’s the highest chance,” 


“T don’t like playing with chances... let me see if I can get Sachi to look into that, if there is 
anything to hint that you’re correct, we'll go for it,” Yuuma agreed. 


“Alright, how is Shuichi?” 


“Fine, just like the last time you asked,” Yuuma rolled his eye. “Speaking of him, your wife called, 
just checking in on you, your brother and his wife are coming over to Jabberwock,” He said. 
Saihara widened his eyes for a moment. 


“Why is Akihiko coming?” He asked. 
“Apparently they have an interview with team danganronpa,” 
“That seems about right,” 


“They have a history like this?” Yuuma raised an eyebrow. Saihara just signed before going to the 
couch and sitting on it, likely getting ready for a story. 


“Yeah...” 


“Mind if I get the story? Always interesting to learn about crappy parents as someone who never 
got one, makes me feel better about myself,” he expected Saihara to at least deny his brother being 
a bad parent, but instead, Saihara just sighed. 


“Akihiko wasn’t always like this, I swear when Shuichi was born it was the best day in his life, but 
his wife didn’t seem too pleased with it, I never liked her, and could tell that she is only after him 
because he is a screenwriter, but he was love-struck and he didn’t want to listen to me,” he 
explained. 


“Well, I doubt Akari had everything to do with him not caring about his son,” Yuuma crossed his 
arms. 


“No your right, his actions are his own, but yeah eventually neither of them really gave Shuichi any 
sort of mind, I didn’t know how bad it was till I came over to visit,” 


“So they were neglectful,” Yuuma put his hand on his chin, annoyed his theory was correct, 
Shuichi might as well be an orphan, technically Misaki wasn’t but her father abandoned her a long 
time ago. 


“T doubt it was just that, Shuichi was about eleven at the time, completely emotionless, I could 
barely get a laugh out of him, and the only time I managed to find a way to bond with him was by 
showing him crime shows and talking about my job,” 


“Ts that how he was exposed to danganronpa?” Yuuma asked. Saihara looked away, his eyes 
riddled with guilt. 


“Kinda, his parents watched it a lot but he only really got into it when I suggested trying to figure 
out the killer, he really became interested, after that I offered to bring him to work under me, I 
never liked those games, thought I could get him into real detective work,” Saihara ran his hand 
through his hair. “There was this murder case, I let him on it and I never realized how much of a 
talent he has for it, he solved the case in less than a week,” 


“Was that the case where the killer’s look basically scarred him to not be able to face people?” 
Yuuma asked. 


“No, there was no case like the one mentioned in the show, his first case was a double homicide, 
the man was cheating on a woman with the second victim, killer turned out to be the girlfriend’s 
best friend once he caught her boyfriend with another woman,” Saihara explained. 


“So did danganronpa make up that whole plotline?” 


“The backstory? Yes, they made that up, however, Shuichi had troubles looking people in the eye 
ever since I took him in,” 


“Why?” 
“That’s quite personal Mr. Haruoto,” 


“Alright then... how similar is the real reason versus danganronpa’s reason,” Yuuma crossed his 
arms. Saihara thought for a moment before answering. 


“It was more a combo of events versus one single one like the game suggests, in some ways the 
game helped him get over that by removing the root causes from his memories,” 


“Now that I think of it, none of the survivors really got their memories back even after the game,” 
“Yeah...” 

“Do you want Shuichi to regain his memories?” Yuuma darkened his glare. 

“T would rather not discuss the topics of my nephew’s mental health with you Mr. Haruoto,” 


“Cold! Well, it’s not like ’m asking just to pry into your personal life,” Yuuma crossed his arms 
and relaxed his expression. “You're our only connection to Shuichi before the killing game which 
can give us insight to how the flashback lights and the memory tampering works,” 


“T understand, however, I can say that I would not want to risk pressuring Shuichi about it, we still 


need to figure out a way to get ourselves out of whatever situation we found ourselves in,” 


“Sad thing is you are all stuck with us for the time being, Shuichi’s only options for living a semi- 
normal life is to take down the killing game or flee the country, and I’m pretty sure at this point 
other countries are on high alert for potential runaways,” 


“There is always a chance to wait it out, I would gladly change my name and take the other 
survivors to flee somewhere, just gotta wait out till the world forgets,” what Saihara said struck 
something in Yuuma, recalling something Riko said while Kokichi was in the killing game. 


“You'll be surprised what a simple name and location change can do, you could be wanted by the 
whole world, but get in touch with the right people and lay low for a couple of years and you can 
easily move on with your life no matter what you’re past says,” 


He didn’t know what he would do when he sees Riko for the first time if he ever gets the chance, 
possibly hug her, punch her, or ask the millions of questions he had after taking the time to think 
about the cryptic things she’s said before joining the game. 


“I’m sure we can set you up with something, but that’s not my department actually, it’s Miskai’s. 
She has been the one in contact with our donors and she has told us that it’s outside Japan,” 


“How about you guys?” 


“Team danganronpa thought they could get away with crushing Kokichi to death and treat it as it 
was deserved, I want them to feel every second of slow defeat to give them a fraction of the 
suffering he’s got,” Yuuma deadpanned. 


“T see... ’'m sorry-” 


“Don’t be,” Yuuma waved his arm to stop him. “We can’t do anything about it, he’s dead and 
never coming back, the best we can do is save Riko to avoid another tragedy,” Yuuma looked at 
the TV, staring at the small group of survivors. 


“Before Shuichi, I always wondered how it felt,” Saihara muttered. 
“What do you mean?” 


“How it felt to watch a small group of people dwindle in hoping the person you care about won’t 
meet a tragic end, to see their personality twisted, turned into a murderer, or killed without mercy,” 


“We never paid the game much mind, only figured out where Kokichi was taken to from ads on 
TV,” 


“Guess the killing game wants to make sure no one avoids it,” Saihara let out a bitter laugh. 
“Yeah...” 


“Tt’s so easy to fall to their lies honestly, just viewing them as characters and nothing more, 
consistent outfits, marketable talents, and names, after sixteen years they really perfected their 
craft,” 


“Sixteen years... I was two, and half of our group weren’t even alive...” Yuuma whispered to 
himself before turning to Saihara, “what was it like?” 


“What do you mean?” 


“What was life like before the killing games, I know society was just recovering the great tragedy 
or whatever it’s called and all that, I’m just curious to how the world was before it was obsessed 
with commercial killing games,” 


“Well honestly...” Saihara stared back at the TV. “it’s no use to talk about life before, rather just to 
hope that these days can someday become a distant memory like those days,” 
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Yuuma: "man that was pretentious," 


Ok, in all seriousness, this was just a go-around to establish what our DICE crew is at 
until we head face-first into the masked killing game. Updates are going to change to 
Fridays because of IRL stuff, still doing weekly for now however I am having a lot of 
IRL stuff I need to put my focus on over this fic so there are chances I will go bi- 
weekly just because I don't want to lower the quality. 


I wanted to set up the Shuichi plot mainly in this chapter, Shuichi is my favorite 
character so I really wanted to give him some spotlight 


I like using beta designs as my default for any alt outfits or relatives of the main cast 
since I like them and I think it's easier for you to picture along with me not having to 
draw everything. 


that seems to be all, enjoy the early chapter and the art, not sure how many I'm doing 
splashes for, I got one for him one who kinda appeared in the prolouge and another 
who will show up next chapter, kinda just a fun thing, ya'know? 
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“ Hello, my name is **** ******** and this is my tape for danganronpa fifty-four. I do not have 
much to say in a video. You don’t know my name, you don’t know my talent. If you were to look me 
up you might find a missing girl with a different name. I’ve come with an offer, I want you to let me 
join the season, let me play the game that you felt so inclined to kidnap and kill my brother for. In 
return, I would be able to offer you what you most desire,” 


“Yukiyume, Riko,” the interviewer, an older woman who time has not been kind to, called out. She 
has been through a couple of interviews so far. Though this is the first one after her lunch break. 
The girl walked inside, she looked to be about sixteen. 


“Hello,” the girl said. 


“Alrighty then...” the interviewer shuffled some papers. Her boss shortly before giving her some 
special questions for this one. He said that she was a special girl, and she knew that her boss was 
watching through the cameras. He only did that for the most interesting players, usually any team- 
selected participants, however, this is the first sign-up participant he really was interested in. 


The interviewer exchanged some basic pleasantries with the girl before she sat down. She went 
through the papers till she found the first questions to ask her. 


“The first thing of interest to us, is after some facial recognition and a background check, it seems 
that you’re currently a missing person,” 


“Yes,” 
“Ts Riko Yukiyume your birth name?” 
“Yes,” she responded. The interviewer nodded. It all lined up with the information she 


was given. Apparently, they got the information from a very good source. She asked for the source 
however her boss was famously cryptic about the whole thing. 


“Are you currently living with a guardian above the age of twenty-five?” 
“Non non,” 

“Who are you living with?” 

“That is private information,” 

“T’m sorry but we have to confirm this information before we head on to the-” 


“Tt says it all on the file, just hand it to me and I will confirm it,” the girl deadpanned. The 
interviewer recoiled at the girl. Who was this random to act like she is the boss of this place? 


“T’m sorry Ms. but-” 


“Give her the file Ms. Shima” her boss called through the intercom. Way to reveal yourself to the 
interviewee... Shima rolled her eyes before she handed the file to the girl. She quickly flipped 
through it before handing it back to her. 


“This is all correct,” she said. 


“Alright... so let’s start with the basic questions,” Shima said. “Tell us about yourself, why do you 
want to join season fifty-four of danganronpa this late? Most of the roster is chosen and we just 
have a couple we might go back and forth with,” 


“For season fifty-three there was a participant, his name was Kokichi Ouma,” 
“What does Kokichi Ouma have to do with you?” Shima frowned. 


“T watched every episode of the fifty-third season for him, before that I haven’t actually cared for 
danganronpa,” 


“T see,” Shima tried to not roll her eyes. This was another case of a fangirl who wanted to be like 
her favorite character, only to have to apply as a lucky student and be too boring to make it 
through. She wondered why her boss even bothered with this one. “Why did you gravitate to 
Kokichi as a character?” 


“T’ve always been close with him, back when I was younger I was the first to approach him,” the 
girl said. 


“You’ve known Kokichi Ouma before the killing game?” Shima tilted her head. 
“Yes,” 
“Care to elaborate?” 


“T was there when he was kidnapped,” the girl responded. “I’m a member of DICE,” she 
deadpanned. 


“DICE does not exist Ms. Yukiyume,” Shima said. Kokichi Ouma was one of those really weird 
people the game was completely made up. They took some blank slate people and rewrote them 
completely. Her boss told her it was a brand new test they were trying for the game. It wasn’t 
uncommon to see people faking to be a part of groups the killing game made up, the fake clans and 
organizations the game has created. 


Her boss said that rewriting boring willing people is more ethical than kidnapping people at least. 


What shocked the woman the most was the girl leaning back in her chair, a small smile creeping on 
her face. “Yet to most people, I do not exist,” 


“What do you mean?” 


“T’m missing, correct? I might as well be dead or nonexistent and no one would even notice,” she 
explained. “You would never know I exist if I did not walk up here to prove it to you, in fact, you 
would bypass me without a second notice, I barely exist legally and don’t exist for 99% of the 
population,” 


“However we can confirm that DICE is made up, as we did it,” 
“Who told you DICE was made up?” 
“My superior,” 


“And why would you trust him?” the girl leaned her head on her shoulder. “What has he done to 
prove to you that his word is law,” 


cpa? 


“Don’t tell me... secret love affair?” the girl poked her cheek. “Non non, men like younger looking 
girls, your what, forty-four? You look more like a cranky secretary in an American film, you know, 
with the glasses and keyboard,” she smiled. 


“That’s extremely inappropriate for an interview-” 


“This isn’t a normal interview is it,” the girl deadpanned. “You want me to act as eccentric as 
possible, show my personality, show I’m worthy to enter a killing game,” 


“Yes but-” 


“That’s for the later rounds?” the girl completed. “I already know by this stage you got almost 
everyone selected, might as well skip those rounds to see if I’m worthy, which is why I believe 
your boss is watching right now,” 


The girl turned directly to the one-way glass where Shima knew her boss was standing. It would be 
dumb for her to be unaware of her boss’s presence, due to him speaking through the mic, however 
for her to know exactly where he’s watching confused Shima. 


“Yes he is watching this interview,” Shima confirmed. 

“That is great, which means I can ask my question directly to him,” 

“You are not in the position to-” 

“Hush hush,” the girl smiled. “Now Mr. boss man, may I ask you something?” 
“You do not-” 

“Let her speak,” her boss came through the intercom, silencing Shima again. 


“Thank you, at least someone has some decency around here,” the girl winked at Shima before 
darkening her smile to an almost unnatural level. 


“Were you there when you beat Kokichi Ouma unconscious to take him for your game?” she 


exclaimed. Her tone was playful yet laced with venom. Shima was ready to object, Kokichi was 
not a real person, he was created for the killing game, and no one was beaten or kidnapped like this 
crazy person was claiming. She waited for her boss to respond. It was an uncomfortable silence 
before the intercom came on. 


“Yes,” he said. Shima tried to hide her shock, by the way, her hands were shaking, and she wasn’t 
doing a good job of it. She quickly adjusted her glasses to fit her face a bit more. 


“What role did you play in that?” the girl asked. Another uncomfortable silence. 


“T was the one who approved of the operation, I am in charge of the final roster of each killing 
game,” 


“T see I see,” the girl nodded before turning back to Shima. “So is that the proof you require?” 


Shima recoiled from the girl. Was that all just a ploy to prove something to me? That I shouldn’t 
trust my superior, that DICE was real? 


“T... see, how was your official connection to Kokichi Ouma? Friends, lovers, coworkers?” 
“He was my brother,” 
“You share different last names,” 


“Mukuro and Junko shared different last names,” the girl responded, giving the two an 
uncomfortable silence. “but to give a clearer answer, we were both orphans, us and another all 
kinda pact bonded together, kinda a found family we created along with DICE, you should know 
that troupe,” 


“T see...” Shima paused, trying to find some way to give a rebuttal to the girl, only to give up and 
continue with the interview. “Alright next question, what would be your ultimate talent?” 


“Liar,” 
“Excuse me?” 


“Non non, I wish to enter was the ultimate liar,” she paused for a moment. “Well it isn’t a wish, I 
am the ultimate liar,” 


“Interesting, do you have anything to prove yourself as the ultimate liar?” 


“That’s hard to be exact about it, correct?” the girl rambled. “Since the best liar you know is not 
the best liar you know, right?” 


“Yes,” 


“So it asks a lot of questions about me, doesn’t it? How could I prove myself as the best at 
something no one would ever be able to tell,” the girl poked her cheek and smiled. 


“Tt is not up to me to decide that,” Shima only responded. 


“That makes sense, I’m assuming you are going to link me to a lie detector and then you all have 
me lie about basic things, for example, can I trick the detector to think I am telling the truth if I say 
‘the sky is red’ wouldn’t that make sense?” she explained. Shima knew exactly what she was 
talking about, someone once tried to come on the show as the ultimate liar and that was their exact 
test. They didn’t make it in, meaning she would be the first liar on the show. 


“However that wouldn’t work, a good liar wouldn’t tell you all the sky is red, you know the sky is 
blue, you can all look up,” the girl shrugged. “Unless who I’m talking to has sight issues, then I 
could get away with trying, but when there will be so many people to correct them it wouldn’t be 
worth my time to lie about that,” 


“Tt’s another thing that if someone knows that if the statement is true or not, no matter what lie I 
create then it can’t be the ultimate lie, I believe the ultimate lie would be a lie that I can completely 
control, a lie I bend to my will,” the girl leaned into the table. 


“Please be more clear about your answers,” 


“Alright alright, to prove my point, I’m going to play a game with you and with those watching us, 
two truths one lie, everyone knows that game,” she smiled. “You start,” 


“T am not here to-” 


“Go along with her Ms. Shima,” the boss came from the intercom. She flinched at the sound of his 
voice. He just revealed a couple of minutes ago that he oversaw an operation to kidnap someone 
and lied to her about where he came from. 


“Fine...” Shima paused, thinking of three things to say. “My natural hair color was blond... I’ve 
been to Yokohama three times in my life... and I have three cats,” 


“First one,” the girl said. 
“How could you tell?” 
“You’ve just proved it,” 
“Wait, so you made a guess?” 


“No, it was easy to figure out, however, you can never be too sure until the opponent slips up to 
reveal their lie like you just did,” 


“So how did you figure it out beforehand?” 


“A liar won’t want to reveal her secrets, it’s better to keep the opponent dumb, the dumber the rest 
are, the easier for them to buy into lies,” the girl explained. “That’s how stereotypical propaganda 
works, isn’t that one of the participants for this season as well?” she said. “I recommend if you 
rewrite her personality, make sure she isn’t one note and evil, propaganda isn’t always bad, some 
of the most famous peace movements used propaganda if we use the official definition that is,” the 
girl shrugged. “It’s all in how you say the lie if you want tips for the future,” 


“T see...” Shima paused. 


“Alright! It’s my turn now,” the girl smiled. “Alright so let’s begin my two truths one lie,” the girl 
stood up, leaning over the table to be closer to Shima. 


“The first statement is my birth name is Kori Kutsuki,” she smiled, winking. “The second 
statement is that my mother had a miscarriage at a subway station,” the girl leaned back in her 
chair, allowing Shima the chance to breathe again. “And the third statement is that I have antisocial 
personality disorder,” she looked around the room, almost looking bored around it. 


“Now, anyone can answer this, what is the lie?” she said. Shima paused for a moment, looking to 
the one-sided glass almost for support. 


“The third one, there would be records of that,” an intercom voice came in. It wasn’t of her boss, 
likely another observer. If someone besides the boss was allowed to speak then the boss must have 
given permission. Maybe the boss doesn’t know either. 


“Nope!” she laughed. 

“Then it’s the first one, you already said earlier that your birth name is Riko Yukiyume,” 
“Nope again!” 

“The third one?” Shima muttered. 

“Nope,” she smiled. 

“Then which is the lie?” 


“When I said I was going to lie, that was my lie,” she smiled. “Or was I lying before? Could you 
confirm that I didn’t set this game up long before when I said my name and basic information? Can 
you find an official diagnosis for antisocial personality disorder? Can you find medical records of 
my mother having another kid only to lose it? And even then can you confirm that it happened at a 
subway station?” the girl shrugged. 


“So how can we confirm which is the lie?” 


“You cannot!” she said “that is the ultimate lying game, a game that can never be completed since 
I shall never confirm it to you,” 


“And what if we find the answer to the question?” her boss came to the intercom. 
“Then you shall revoke me of my title, that would be fair, wouldn’t it?” 


“T guess it would be,” Shima’s boss responded. The girl, no... Riko put her hands on the table. “Are 
we done here for today?” 


“We still have a couple more questions...” Shima started. 


“T doubt I didn’t give you enough to think about,” Riko said. Shima shuffled her papers, looking at 
the question lists. 


“Ts she all set for now?’ Shima muttered. 


“Yes, we will be sending someone to pick her up shortly, Ms. Shima you are dismissed once you 
return her files,” her boss came from the intercom. Shima nodded from that and collected her 
papers. 


“Can I ask you something... off the record Ms. Yukiyume?” Shima whispered. 
“Anything,” 


“You know the chances of dying are very high, especially if you present yourself as an antagonist, 
which seems to be the direction you want to head, why do you want to follow your brother to the 
grave?” she asked. Riko shut her eyes and smiled at her. When she opened them there was a dark 
glare, her eyes basically glowing the neon pink the show makes blood. Or perhaps that was a lie, 
and she can prove her talent so well to trick Shima’s mind. 


“T want everyone who held a hand into hurting my brother to be dragged down to hell and if I have 


to take them down myself then so be it,” she said, ending her statement with a light tone and 
turning around to leave the room. Shima quickly turned around with her papers and looked through 
the files, analyzing the type of person Riko Yukiyume really was. 


It wasn’t an hour later that Shima realized Riko had multiple goals, all of which were achieved, and 
one of them was simply to plant seeds of doubt in Shima’s mind against her superior. 


File archives 
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“State your name,” 
“Fuck off,” 
“Ms Iruma, just for the record please state your name for us,” 


“Why? You fucking kidnap me not even for my golden brain or my hot body, but for me to take 
part in that stupid ass-killing game?” 


ok ok 2k ok 

“Why did you decide to enter danganronpa, ” 

“My mom told me to,” 

“Really? Can you elaborate?” 

“Mom... mom said I won’t amount to anything and might as well join to be famous...” 
“You are aware there is a high chance of death in this,” 

“Yes,” 

“And you are doing this because you were told to by your parents?” 

“Yes,” 

“Do you want to die?” 

“No,” 

“Then why are you entering?” 

“Because... because maybe I will finally amount to something in her eyes...” 


oh KK OK 


“Please! I just want to go home! I don’t want to be here, I want to see my mommy, daddy, my 
master! Please don’t take me away, I don’t want to die I don’t want to die!” 


“Please calm down,” 


“IT don’t want to die I don’t want to die, please don’t kill me, I’ve been good, I’ve been a good 
girl!” 


“Get the sedatives, this won’t get us anywhere,” 


oh KK OK 


“Ah, I remember you from a year ago, you are still trying to enter for your sister’s medical bills 
correct?” 


“That is correct,” 

“Now last time you entered for the lucky student role, is that the same,” 
“No,” 

“Really, you have a talent in just a year?,” 


“Yes, I worked really hard for it, my sister loved anthropology and I haven’t slept in the past 
couple months to become the ultimate anthropologist,” 


“Really now,” 

“Yes! You can test me on anything, I will prove it,” 

“Don’t worry I believe you, and your motivation for joining is the same?” 

“Ts the benefits the same?” 

“Yes, if you get in you won’t have to worry about your sister’s cancer,” 

ok 2 2k ok 

“T’Il kill you! The second I get out of here you think I won’t stab your eyes out!” 


“T don’t doubt that, while it is risky, the benefit of having an assassin for this season outweighs it, 
we are currently lacking cast members with wildcard talents,” 


“You... you think I will let you get away with this...” 

“Yes, as you will, you are powerless against us Ms. Harukawa,” 

oh ok 28 2K 

“Tf you think I’m going to die in your fucked up killing game, think again,” 

“Really now, why is that?” 

“T still have to go to space, I will beat your stupid game and survive no matter what!” 

“Don’t worry Mr. Momota,” 

“Are you shitting me? You kidnap me for your dumbass game and tell me not to fucking worry!” 
“Yet you are so confident you will survive, ” 

“You motherfuc-” 


“Get the sedatives,” 


oh KK ok 


“Please stop crying Ms. Akamatsu, we just want to ask you a couple questions,” 


oh KK OK 


“T don’t care what you do to me, probably better than the chair,” 


oh KK ok 


” 


“T will burn your killing game to the ground, even if I have to die to do it, 
ok 2 2K ok ok 

“My dad is going to come for-” 

“Your dad is the one who volunteered you, as the ultimate maid,” 

“W- what... but I’m his su-” 


“T don’t know his reasoning, it was either you or your bother, and you were chosen. Anyway, most 
of your opinion on the matter won’t really come to the public it would hurt your father’s reelection 
campaign if he found he put you in, however, you going in willingly would really bring his name 
out,” 


“You're sick...” 

“Yeah, it would be great motivation to make it out, to run the country better than him, right?” 
ok 2 2k ok 

“So this game your masterminding, how do you feel,” 

“Eh,” 

“Really now? Aren’t you excited to help make all the characters,” 

“Why? I just design them and make the plot, I can’t alter personalities that much, ” 


“We actually have been upgrading our technology, you might want to play around with it, like that 
Korekiyo kid, we were thinking to amp the slider for how much he loves his sister way up, to make 
a wildcard character,” 


“Maybe, but I'm more interested in the costuming,” 
“Why are you doing this then?” 


“You know why, you’ve been a mastermind, the boss has been a mastermind, the only way to get 
ahead around here is being a mastermind,” 


“Even if you have to hurt Mr. Amami for that...” 


“R- Rantaro...? Why does he have anything to do with it? He’s already been promoted to work 
with his sister at the recovery center,” 


“Returning competitors are popular, in fact for this season we will save a couple of the culprits for 
the next season, it’s a new concept,” 


“Ts... is Rantaro going to...” 


“No no, he will just appear for the first part to add mystery then we will have you ‘kill’ him, then 
frame someone else for the kill. Of course, instead of killing him we all just come in, collect him, 
and place a decoy, happy now?” 


“Y... yes, just don’t hurt Rantaro please...” 

“Don’t worry Ms. Shirogane, you are going to control this killing game, we will just obey you,” 
“That’s a load a bull and you know it,” 

“Yes, but it’s a comforting lie to fall for, isn’t it?” 

Th ok 28 2K 

“So is that too much for you?” 

“Why do you want Tsumugi to kill me... you know that-” 


“Don’t worry about that, someone else will be executed in her place as she is the mastermind, you 
two can hang out and do whatever you two do after the game, or even in the secret room, your job 
isn’t needed till after the game,” 


2K 2 2K ok 
“Mr. Momota, second game,” 
“Go to hell,” 


“Don’t be so harsh, you know that little Ouma is at high risk right now, it would be tragic for his 
sister if he were to,” 


“Just shut the fuck up, I’m doing your game, but if you go against your promise, then you got no 
promises from me,” 


“Alrighty then,” 


oh KK OK 
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alrighty, so I'm officially going bi-weekly from this point forward. I'm still deciding if 
I want to do Mondays or Fridays, I have more time to edit on Fridays but I liked 
posting on Mondays. Anyway, we have closed a kinda chapter with DICE and are 
gonna head with the masked killing game, this is fewer chapters overall, (dw I'm not 
doing a whole killing game in the middle of this fic, that's up to someone else to write 
if this fic gets super famous or something, though I can't say I didn't write it with the 
idea of it being a danganronpa game with hiding twists even though you the reader 
should be able to pick them up mostly due to the earlier chapters, tags, and Riko as the 
pov and not the masked killing game's official protag) I'm kinda splitting my first arc 
into two sections with the first being the outside world with Yuuma as the pov and the 
second being the masked killing game with Riko as the pov. 

the first and second arcs kinda overlap but I'm kinda splitting them up by where 
everyone is, so for example if some event gets Namie, Yuuma, Shuichi, and Kokichi 
in some other country, then that would be its own arc till they come back to the group. 
since this chapter is shorter than the others I might do the first official masked killing 
game chapter Monday or Friday this week then go to bi-weekly, I'm really happy with 
how this chapter turned out and Riko is one of my favorites to create (I've rambled 
about her way to much even before she appeared) 

not sure what else to put in chapter notes, if you just want behind-the-scenes thought 
process stuff or life updates or if you want me to ramble about whatever I want, I've 
been playing splatoon 3 as of late. I hate it. They got rid of my tenta missiles on all the 
shooters. I miss my missiles. I've been trying to find a new weapon to main and I'm 
between the splash-O-matic, the aerospray MG, Flingza roller, the Reef lux 450 which 
has my beloved missiles and is a fun weapon to use though it's gonna take me some 
time to master it, and right now the carbon roller which used to use a lot back in 
splatoon one and I'm enjoying going back to it. [ used the N-zap much more which is 
like the splash-O-matic but with more range, the only issue is the Tacticooler is just a 
terrible special to use like any other special is more useful for the game than the 
tacticooler. stupid vending machine 

the biggest issue right now is picking my gear that is both stylish and useful, like I 
haven't made enough money to buy out the store but with the amiibo gear and such I 
have enough and if I did pure abilites I would look like an idiot but if I did pure style I 
would be bad at the game. Now that I've talked so much about it imma go play 
splatoon 3, cya!! 


the masked killing game 


Chapter Notes 


masked killing game chapter 5, "twisted memories, twisted lies," 
surviving students- 6 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Everything was dark again. It was cold. She felt like she was a ghost watching an event. At least 
what she believes happened during an event. Like being teleported to a famous event despite all she 
knew was some paintings and a textbook description. She wandered through it, letting her hands 
trace the walls, her fingers scraping off blood as she did. She could only smell blood at this point. 


“Hey hey!” someone called out to her. “I want to ask a question for you, it gets really lonely here,” 


She paused, watching the shadow slowly form into a small blob, going back and forth, like a ping- 
pong to nonexistent walls. 


“What if blood smelled like chocolate?” She turned to the voice. Huh? 


“You know... like if we just stab stab then we smell just like the best ice cream flavor! At least till 
they invent grape, actually they already did, but then the grape ice cream killed the inventor's 
crush’s dog... so that proves that dogs must ruin everything!” the voice continued, jumping around 
and making exaggerated hand movements. 


“T don’t know, what would it be like?” she asked the voice. 


“T dunno!” The voice slowly formed itself into a person sitting down on the steel surface, he pulled 
his knees up and rocked a bit. “Would we be disgusted by the smell of chocolate? Or would we be 
enticed by the smell of blood?” 


“We would more likely be disgusted by chocolate,” she deadpanned. 


“Aw man, I didn’t think you would be so mean Kori!” The boy whined. The name Kori wasn’t her 
own. He just mixed her first name, Riko, around. At least she thought it wasn’t her own, it’s been 
so long since she’s been lying with that name, and with her other name she can’t bother to 
remember. 


“T wasn’t insulting you,” Riko said. The boy flopped on his back, spreading his arms wide, his legs 
still over his chest. 


“Don’t you know! I’m actually chocolate!” he laughed. 


“No, you’re a human being,” Riko deadpanned. The kid turned his face forward to her, his 
expression morphing to be as deadpanned as Riko’s. 


“How can I be human, I could be a monster hunting your dreams, or the big evil who is the reason 
for your suffering,” he rambled, throwing his legs back and forth, kicking the air. 


“Possibly,” 


“Mannnn, you’re so boring, I can predict all your answers from a mile away,” he complained. “I 
bet you never think of anything cool, like what if instead of smelling like chocolate, our blood was 
chocolate!” 


“No one would eat chocolate then,” 
“Who could hate chocolate?” the kid pouted. 
“Would you eat your own blood?” she said. The boy paused for a moment, deep in thought. 


“Noooo,” he whined. “Why do you always beat my games, it makes it no fun when you always 
win,” he threw his head back, staring at the ceiling. “Though... I don’t want to stop playing with 
you, but I... I deserve this,” his eyes welled with tears, “I deserve to die don’t I Riko?” He looked 
back at her, his face clear as day. The hydraulic press roared to life getting ready to crush whoever 
was inside. 


“Don’t you see... the press doesn’t even recognize me as human anymore...” he cried. Riko found 
herself reaching her arm out for him. 


“Koko!” 
Slam! 


She was alone now, the room smelled strongly of candied chocolates. 


Th ok 2 2K ok 

Ding! 

Ding dong! 

Riko groaned rolling side to side on her bed. /t isn’t even morning announcement yet. 
Dingdongdingdongdingdongdingdong. 


Riko slammed the pillow over her head. Groaning even louder, hoping her guest could take a hint, 
he did not. He continued to ring the bell. 


Dingdongdingdongdingdongdingdongdingdongdingdongdingdong. 

“T swear to god Kai I will not hesitate to become a blackened if you don’t stop ringing that bell!” 
she yelled at the door. It didn’t matter if her threat fell on most definitely death ears, but it felt good 
to get some rage out from last night’s dream. She threw her head up, knowing it will take ages for 
her to settle and style her hair. Rather, to avoid more bell ringings she grabbed her mask and 
opened the door. 


“That’s my sidekick!” he was already fully dressed, for some reason Kai was set on making his 
outfit as purposely messy and not put together as possible. His purple hair set up as more of a mop 
of his head than an actual hairstyle. 


“What do you want Kai?” she muttered, he might have not been able to see it, but anyone could 
feel her eyes staring daggers at him. However he didn’t even hesitate before flashing a grin and a 


thumbs-up. 
“T wanted to check in on my sidekick, I know the motive has really got to ya,” 
“This early in the morning?” 


“Well...” Kai scratched the back of his head. “I thought we could train or do something around the 
school...” he laughed. Riko looked him up and down, she didn’t know why Kai decided to latch on 
to her of all people, he wasn’t interested in her romantically, nor did she have any traits worth 
trying to improve besides her general distrust of others and wanting to be left alone. Rather, he 
hated her for making trials more difficult. He warmed up to her once more people started to die. 
Made her his “sidekick”. 


Man roped me in with him because I’m an introvert and don’t want to die from stupidity. Riko 
herself only stuck around Kai since she felt he is the best person to trust if she needed to pick 
anyone. 


“Ok fine, let me get changed,” she sighed before shutting the door. Besides her hair, it wouldn’t 
take that long to get ready, it was the same school uniform every day. Tight silver blazer, silver 
skirt way too short for her own good, and a dramatic cape over her. ultimate supreme leader... 
She’s been meaning to sneak into Kana’s lab to see if she can get a different outfit or just 
commission her to make one. 


Riko walked to the bathroom, she learned during the game that some students had mirrors while 
others didn’t, meaning some didn’t even remember what their faces even looked like. Monokuma 
was very sure to make sure no one could see a face they weren’t supposed to see. She took off her 
mask and stared at her mirror for a bit. She went to the cabinet and grabbed some of the makeup 
she bought at the school store, a bit of mascara, eyeliner, and a bit of eyeshadow, her eyes being a 
dark pink that was already pretty enough in her opinion but she enjoyed accentuating it. She knew 
it didn’t matter since the mask covered it all, but it made her feel good, it kept a good routine. 


She pulled her hair into two loose braids, keeping them easier to manage. She noticed whenever 
she had it down her hair would party weirdly at the end, almost like a piece was cut out from it. 


“You know... your hair acts just like Homura’s! If you dyed it darker then you can be the best 
girl!!” a distant memory called out to her. She remembered rolling her eyes to that, whoever it was. 
Riko grabbed her monopad and headed out. 


Once she was done getting ready, she opened the door again, Kai was still there. He gave a 
massive smile and grabbed her arm to get her moving. Once they left the dorm area they walked 
along the dark path of the resort. Riko stared out at the lines marking the dome cage, reminding 
them of their prison. 


“You think we are going to be able to get out of here?” Riko asked as they passed the closed-off 
pool area. 


“Of course! If we all work together we'll show that damn bear who’s boss!” 
“Yeah... do you think everyone we care about will still be out there, waiting for us?” 


“Well... yeah, I still got my grandparents out there, and all my friends ’ ve made, I don’t remember 
much, probably had to do with my talent, and I’m sure I’ve got even more friends I need to check 
up on,” 


“You mean more sidekicks?” Riko raised an eyebrow. 


“T’m sure if I got them, they are working as hard as they can to come and help me out,” Kai 
pumped his fists together. Riko grinned with a flash of inspiration to mess with him. 


“Wait... will you leave me, I’m so hurt Kai Tomomoto!” Riko faked crying. Kai Tomomoto, 
world’s weirdest name, the ultimate ??? 


“Wait! That’s not what I meant!” Kai freaked out, Riko immediately stopped crying and made a 
playful pose. “Quit screwin' around Riko!” he crossed his arms. Riko Yukiyume was her full name, 
the ultimate supreme leader. 


“Anyways, I’m hoping I got my friends still out there, I’m sure they are mad at me, getting myself 
caught up in a killing game like this,” Riko made a slight laugh. “I’m hoping I can find someone 
when I get out,” 


“Who?” 


“Well... it sounds stupid... but he’s been appearing in my dreams, each time I learn a bit more 
about him,” Riko put her arms behind the back of her head, “this time I figured out the nickname I 
used to call him,” 


“No that’s not strange at all,l I get dreams like that, all with the same guy in it as well, though took 
me forever to even figure out it was a guy,” 


“Hmm, what if he was a spoooooky ghost haunting you?” Riko made an exaggerated gesture. Kai 
freaked out and stepped back from her. 


“No! Gh- ghosts aren’t real, that's a proven fact!” he cried. Riko went to examine her nails. 


“Actually I doubt you can trust the sciency types for that, ghosts only haunt the stupid and crazy, 
easier to get away with, and way less boring to hang out with,” 


“Sh- shut up! I’m not crazy!” 
“T was implying you were stupid,” 
“Well I’m not stupid either!” 


“And yet you are still letting me carry you during the trials,” Riko laughed a bit. She liked 
bickering with Kai, he always made things more fun. He was a good friend. 


“The morning announcement is going to happen soon... and the next part of the motive,” Riko 
muttered. 


“Why have you been reading them?” Kai asked. Monokuma was weird about the motive, it 
involved different pieces of paper each day, all with different information to either target someone 
or encourage them to kill. 


“They’re pretty easy to ignore, have you thought of reading them?” 
“No, I don’t want anything to do with Monokuma’s games,” 


“Fair enough,” Riko was happy Kai never pressed her on partaking in the motives, she never made 
any moves on them, and he said he trusts her. Riko recalled what all her slips said. 


The most important lie is actually the truth, and that lie is not a real lie, but a white lie, and rather 
Just the truth! 


You are only in this game because you saw a human in a monster 
The mastermind’s death will always draw back to the one who started it all. 
It’s alie! 


She thought back to the slips she’s gathered four days ago. None of them really helped reveal 
anything, her dreams of all things giving her more hints of things going on over the motive. 


What she pieced together for some reason or another she cared about a horrible person, that person 
is most likely the one in her dreams. For some reason or another, the killing game wiped her 
memory of him. This person believes he’s a horrible person but she doesn’t, at least she didn’t. For 
some reason, this person is responsible for her being in this killing game. 


The third was the most useful, the language was too specific to not hold more meanings. Her 
settled analysis is that there have been multiple masterminds, thus creating a consistency for the 
slip to reference. 


Riko turned to Kai. He was always so alive, so happy and hopeful. Compared to Riko’s nature they 
made a really good duo, Riko always said that he could be her lackey. 


Kai was a brute, settling to punch a problem till it gets fixed. If not then punch it again. Riko on the 
other hand could not solve a problem with strength even if she wanted to, she wasn’t that good in 
anything physical, though training with Kai helped. She had to think her way through problems, 
she wasn’t a master planner, her main skill was thinking fast on her feet, learning and adapting to a 
situation as it unfolds to get herself out of danger. 


“T should get back to my room, the rest will probably get jealous of our morning walks,” Riko said, 
watching the fake sky again. J hope you guys are out there... whoever you are. 


Kai nodded before walking her to her room, she smiled before muttering “Thank you and I’Il see 
you at breakfast,” and shutting her door and checking the time. She had a couple of minutes to 
spare. Using that to write in her notebook all of what she could recall of her dream and talk with 
Kai. 


Log number... who cares. 


Another dream, this time about chocolate, I called him “Koko” in the dream. That is likely a 
nickname I’ve called him, shall dub him that till I find out his real name. 


Still gets crushed in the dream, this time the room smelled like chocolate at the end. Kinda weird if 
you ask me... 


Same room, same place, nothing changed besides what we talked about and length. 
Kai is getting dreams like this too, didn’t say much about it, should press him on that more later. 


Kai said the kid in his dream looks like a girl, semi-long hair and big eyes = girl? Kai tends to 
stereotype (he means well though) Loose theory at best, most likely different people 


Last log till I get another slip, good luck future me, 
Riko, 


She looked through all the cream-colored pages in the notebook, recounting all her thoughts and 


feelings during her time at the game. She had a theory for a while that if she got all her memories 
back that she would drastically change as a person. That the person she is right now she won’t be 
once she gets her memory. 


She can’t say the thought didn’t scare her. Having a hidden part of her personality locked away, 
and not knowing who she is. If she cared about someone so horrible as her slips say... 


No! That’s just Monokuma trying to mess with me! 


She finished writing her notes and layed on the bed till the morning announcements came on. It 
was the normal one every day, and like the past few days, Monokuma spun into her room and left a 
fortune cookie on the desk. He doesn’t say any snarky things, rather he seemed more annoyed that 
the motive hasn’t worked yet. She sat up to see Monokuma already gone. She walked up to the 
cookie and split it open, reading the secret. 


Kai Tomomoto was supposed to be executed for killing a monster. 


The wording was weird. The repetitive monster referral meant the same person in the other 
secrets. Supposed to be executed... Did he escape the execution? Did he survive it? Did he... ? The 
hypotheticals ran through her mind before scribbling all her thoughts in another log in the 
notebook. She’ll need to gather more information. 


The biggest issue was this secret directly made a target someone for her to kill. That means the 
other secrets will likely do that as well. She could not allow another murder to happen till she gets 
the motive video to finally solve the mystery of the figure in her dreams. She needed to know who 
she was truly fighting for over a bunch of vague memories. 


Riko sighed to herself before getting up to go to breakfast, keeping the papers with her. The halls 
were empty, and most of the people still alive either woke up hyper-early, or super late. She was 
the only one still left that showed up at the expected time. 


The walls were decorated with modern art, all the colors were annoyingly dull or white. As the 
game went on there was less buzzing around of people, making the place feel as lifeless as it 
looked. 


The dining hall already had Kana, Kai, and Kazuki. Kana was cooking for the group, and while her 
talent was simply the ultimate stylist, she still knew some personal cooking as she worked from 
home most of the time. Kazuki was chatting with Kai. Riko made her way and sat next to Kai, who 
gave a smile to see her. Kazuki scoffed, he was always like that. 


“What are you doing here?” Kazuki Nakaya, the ultimate bassist said. 
“Having breakfast, you?” Riko played innocent. 

“Trying to not die,” 

“T think we’re all trying to do that,” 


“Oh Riko! I’m making pancakes today!” Kana Mikan, the ultimate stylist, walked into the room. 
She was dusting her hands off on her dress looking around for anyone else. Besides Kai, Kana was 
the closest to Riko. They got along and talked a lot about fashion. Sometimes she would 
commission Kana to make her something for events people held. Most event holders were either 
dead or too scared to hold more events, except Kai. Kai is still committed to making “killing game 
end” meetings and they are mostly people reciting a bit more info they got and being sad about 
who’s probably going to die. 


The last two to arrive were Hideyoshi and Kyoko. It's a shock that they even made it as far as they 
have. Hideyoshi was extremely lazy to a fault while Kyoko was an idiot to the extreme. Her current 
theory is that Kyoko had some part in creating the game so she is kept alive while Hideyoshi 
sometimes was sharp to figure out cases. It’s also quite difficult to murder a person who refuses to 
leave his room or give anyone the time of day. 


“That seems to be everyone! Just in time too!” Kana clapped her hands together, rushing to the 
kitchen to grab the pancakes she’s made. She handed one to each person, giving extra frosting to 
Kyoko and less to Hideyoshi. They’ ve already had arguments about it, but Kana’s reasoning was 
“you barely move around, if you eat too much you will get fat and ugly!” always worried about 
aesthetics, even in a killing game. 


“So we should probably talk about the elephant in the room,” Kazuki started. 
“Which is?” Kai asked. 
“The same one every day,” Riko poked at her pancake. “The motives,” 


“Oh, they really are something...” Kyoko Takao muttered. She was the ultimate propagandist, she 
worked for a couple of political campaigns for both good and evil. Her family basically used her to 
advertise their campaign. Naive to a fault. Riko looked up at her. She had a bunny mask on, 
probably to match her white fluffy coat. 


The other was Hideyoshi Kimura. He said he was the ultimate N.E.E.T. thought Riko knew it was 
a lie a long time ago. From the look of his lab, he was likely connected to killing people. He locked 
most people out of the lab, though she got her chance to inspect it at least a couple of times. He is 
dressed in bulky black jackets and combat pants, his mask mimicking the hacker mask. 


“So who’s been reading them?” Riko asked. “Might as well know for future reference,” 
“Well, I’m not gonna do anything the bear believes in!” Kai declared. Truth. 
“’.. [don’t want to take part...” Kyoko muttered. Liar. 


“T’ve been reading them, nothing to encourage me to kill though,” Kazuki said. The first part is 
true, the second part lie. 


“T’ve been reading them,” Kana said. Liar. 


“What was the motive supposed to be again?” Hideyoshi said in between bites of his pancakes. 
Dodged the question. She studied each person. If need be I should restrain Kazuki, should get into 
Kyoko’s room and figure out her secret, then figure out why Kana would lie about reading them. 
She thought of a couple of plans for the day. The rest of the morning was just random false chatter 
and pretending anything that happened didn’t happen. 


When Kana finally sat down she sat next to Riko, more interested in talking with girls like Riko or 
Kyoko over the boys like Kai and Kazuki. Kazuki shifted a bit, his crush on Kana so obvious it 
wasn’t even funny. 


“So what do you plan to do tonight?” She asked. 
“Not sure, I was thinking of just staying in my room,” 


“Well Kyoko and I are planning to go to the pool today, it would be nice to have another person,” 


“In case of a murder right?” Riko set her fork down, not looking at her. “It would be unwise to 
spend all that time alone,” 


“Are you talking about yourself or me?” Kana tilted her head. “Because I dunno about you, but ’'m 
quite popular among the masses,” 


“You mean all of six people...” Kyoko muttered. 

“Hey! Outside of the game, I am very famous,” Kana turned sharply to her. 
“And yet I never heard of you,” 

“You little... [can uninvite you to my pool party,” 


“There is no one else who will want to go with you,” Kyoko smiled. The two started to argue a bit 
louder, much to Riko, Kai, and Kazuki’s annoyance. 


“Where’s Hideyoshi?” Kazuki asked, causing Riko and Kai to turn to him. “I literally just saw 
him...” 


“You know him, he likely ran away and is probably playing video games or something,” Kai 
shrugged. “That guy seems so down, I wish he didn’t just lay around all day,” do we even have 
access to video games? 


“Well it did get him a talent, apparently so much to make it here,” Kazuki put his hand to his head. 
“Not that it really benefited us,” 


“Hey at least you know your talents, I could just be a nobody dragged in here,” Kai shrugged. / 
would rather have no talent than a talent about being lazy... even if that’s not his talent. “Though I 
like to believe that my talent has something to do with helping others,” 


“Oh! Like the ultimate hero,” Riko smiled. 


“Yeah! Monokuma might want to update your monopad because you are gonna be my ultimate 
sidekick,” Kai gave a thumbs up to Riko. 


“No one would want to be the ultimate sidekick dumbass,” Kazuki wacked Kai in the head. 


“And... I’m the ultimate supreme leader, there is no way I’m daring to lower my title!” Riko 
pouted. 


The other two girls have since gotten back on good terms and started to head to the pool. Leaving 
just the three in the room. Riko took this as her chance to change the topic. 


“You think any of those three could be the mastermind?” Riko muttered. 
“Nah, I don’t think the mastermind is among us in this game,” Kai shrugged. 
“ This game?” Kazuki asked. 


“Yeah, in this game,” Kai said, this time not accenting the “this”. Riko made a silent note of it 
before going on. 


“Well if there’s a chance, I’m putting my bets on Kyoko,” Kazuki laughed. “Her whole talent is 
tricking people,” 


“Non non, you just don’t want to reveal your crush on Kana, the mastermind is always the prettiest 
one,” Riko grinned. “Actually... that incriminates me quite a bit doesn’t it?” 


The three all laughed, enjoying the moment, it was nice to just hang out with her friends. Even if it 
was a killing game, she’s made some nice memories during the past couple of weeks. 


The boys decided they wanted to try out the casino again. Riko places her bets that Kazuki will win 
every single time except one, however, declined their offer to join them. 


She walked to the dorm hall and sat in her room until Kai and Kazuki walked past the casino’s 
direction. Creating her plans for the day, she grabbed her lockpick and checked inside Kyoko’s 
room. 


She’s been in everyone’s room before, so she wasn’t shocked to see how decorated each room was. 
Kyoko’s was covered head to toe with different posters with different political campaigns along 
with things about her family and some sort of game show. Her’s was the only one that was plain. 
She walked over to the desk, noticing all the slips. She skimmed the newest one. 


Kazuki Nakaya has been a vocal voice against the Takao family. 


All of her other slips beforehand were methods of murder that weren’t based on physical combat. 
She put the paper back and shut the door. It was clear Monokuma wanted her to make some sort of 
trap to kill Kazuki for some reason. 


The next room she headed to was Kazuki’s. It was decorated to look like a punk rocker’s dream. 
Filled with posters and different instruments. She wasn’t a big fan of rock though she did like the 
aesthetic of the room. The only part of the room she disliked was the accent color of the walls and 
furniture. It was a bright neon pink splattered around like blood. It was absurd, blood was red, yet 
the color always made her uneasy. On the bed had his slip. 


Riko Yukiyume would sacrifice and risk everyone for a murderer. 


Murderer not monster... could that mean Kai? Or is it just a different word for the same person? 
Kazuki was the most moral, he was brash, and would not hesitate to kill for a cause, he’s already 
attempted, but only saved because when he left another person went in and finished the victim off, 
so they could escape while Kazuki confessed out of guilt. It was a scummy plan, Kazuki only 
attempted that kill because the motive had Kazuki learn that the victim was a killer. If it wasn’t for 
Riko finding her lie, they would all be dead. 


Riko crossed her arms and evaluated her options. The best option was to restrain Kazuki before he 
had the chance to strike her. He’s stronger than her, the only one stronger was Kai, who wouldn’t 
hurt a fly... that was a lie, he has beaten up multiple people during this game. 


Kai wouldn’t hurt anyone... 
Kai Tomomoto was supposed to be executed for killing a monster. 
It’s alie! 


There’s a possibility that one of my statements is a lie. Why would that be included in the slips? If 
he was supposed to be executed, then it could mean he didn’t commit the murder at all.... 


She simply shut the door and continued to the next room, the only other person whose room she 
could enter was Kai’s. 


The first couple of times she entered it was just as confusing as the last. It was the only room that 
had a constantly changing theme, the first was a music-based theme, the next was a spider web 
theme, the next after that was based on a Greek temple, and after that was based on a forest. 


The thing that piqued her interest was the hidden decorations in each room, the first room had a 
noose and rocks all around, the second had chainsaws lining the selling along with rose stems, and 
a couple drawing blood showing Kai wasn’t exactly careful in his room. The next had a boiling pot 
on a seesaw and the next after that had a fireplace. This would be her first time since the last trial to 
enter Kai’s room. 


Riko walked over to the door and pulled out her bobby pin to lockpick it. When she opened the 
door the room had transformed yet again. This time the whole thing was a navy blue tint, all 
decorated with stars and paintings of galaxies. In the middle was a projector showing off different 
star patterns, Riko couldn’t help but feel mesmerized staring across them. The rest of the room was 
decorated with spaceships. She walked around the room studying each feature to think of how it 
would match with the rest. 


Each room had something about it that was unsettling, something to make it off-putting for her to 
be there. She continued searching the room, finding the thing she wanted to find. It was a small 
hydraulic press. Bingo. She walked over to it, noticing all his slips are inside the surface of the 
press, all laid out neatly. 


You were executed for killing a monster 
Rantaro Amami is alive 

Kaede Akamatsu is alive 

Your sidekicks are alive 

Kaito Momota is alive. 


She didn’t recognize any of the names. Kai declared her his sidekick, however, he never mentioned 
any other ones besides in theory. At least this matches my slip about Kai getting executed. 


Executed... like a killing game 


She reread the list again and thought back to the rooms. Music, rocks, ropes, spiders, thorns, roses, 
temple, seesaw, boiling pot, forests, bugs, and fires.... 


Was... was Kai Tomomoto in a killing game before this? She thought of the names, all the slips 
through everything, the rooms. 


Oh my god, I’m an idiot. 


It all clicked with her at that moment. The rooms are based on executions and deaths of the former 
game, Rantaro, Kaede and his sidekicks are people who took part in the game, possibly survivors. 
Or maybe they had unknown fates or seemed to have died. Kai himself was supposedly executed 
for killing someone she knew. Could that be the person I’m looking for? 


If that were the case when things would line up neatly. There was a killing game before this one 
which included some horrible person she cared about and Kai, Kai killed this person and was 
executed then somehow saved. She was roped into this game somehow and both lost their 
memories and their dreams are trying to remind them of it. 


She searched around the press to see if there were any other clues, looking at the names one more 
time. 


Wait... 

Kaito Momota 

Kai Tomomoto 
Kai...tomomoto 
“Kaito Momota...” 


“Pufufufu,” A familiar laugh startled her. Riko turned around sharply as the door shut behind her 
and the bear appeared in front of her. “Now now, since we are alone, you can take off that pesky 
mask!” He said. Riko backed away from him, nearly putting her hand inside the small press. 


“What do you want?” Riko quickly hid her shock and deadpanned. 


“Oh my, you’ve lost your touch Ms. ultimate liar,’ the bear darkened his expression, waiting. 
“Now! I’m simply here to give you a present, as a way to thank you for making class trials so 
interesting!” 


“Ultimate... liar...?” Riko paused for a moment, studying the bear. “I’m the ultimate supreme 
leader, I just tend to lie a lot,” She laughed, keeping her guard up. The bear didn’t care as he 
walked over with a box in his hand, he also forcefully took off her mask. 


On one hand, if she takes whatever the gift is, it could be a trap, killing her or handicapping her in 
some way. No, Monokuma is very strict with his rules. On the other hand, if she doesn’t she might 
miss an important clue or even something to confirm her theory that Kai took part in another killing 
game. He would only appear if I discovered something... right? 


“Does this have to do with Kai’s motive slips?” She asked. 
“All will be answered with my special gift!” 


“What is the gift in question?” Riko raised an eyebrow, crossing her arms at the bear. Monokuma 
opened the box for her to see. Inside was a small tablet. 


“Why, it's your very one motive video of course!” he rushed over and shoved the tablet in her 
hands without a chance to respond. Riko turned the tablet around a bit, trying to figure out if she 
should turn it on. “Go on!” 


“Why are you giving this to me?” She asked. “I thought they were due later,” 


“Because... you know way too much,” Monokuma’s voice darkened, causing a shiver down her 
spine. He quickly brightened it up and made an exaggerated pose in front of her. 


“Because you’ ve been oh so boring right now, we brought you on to be sadistic, and ruthless, not 
some shy detective sidekick! That was soooooo last season,” He explained. 


“So watch it, solve your mystery, find your beloved Koko, or stay like this, go against our 
wishes,” The bear spun away. Riko stayed still for a moment, trying to make sense of the 
conversion. 


As soon as she pieced together the theory of Kai being in another killing game Monokuma appears 


with her motive video. A video that would confirm everything and something Monokuma says will 
change her... I was definitely a different person than I was now if I trust Monokuma... 


Monokuma could be lying about her being different before. 
Monokuma could be trying to sway her to not watch the video to defy him. 
Monokuma could be trying to sway her to watch the video to be more interesting. 


She thought back to Kai. Js that why he is missing his memories? Kaito Momota might have been 
the one to be “executed” in a game, only to instead be stripped of his memories to become Kai 
Tomomoto instead. How different are the two? 


Riko shivered at the thought. What if Kaito Momota was a heartless killer and if I get his 
memories back would I lose Kai Tomomoto? Would Ka and Kaito be different people on the 
inside ? She looked around the room again. On the side was a small bottle on a desk. She walked 
over to it, picked it up, and read the label. 


“Memory pills” She sneered at the clear trap. I can bet my right eye that these aren’t actually 
helping his memory. She turned it around to find that the pills were made to last for at least two 
weeks, when she counted what was inside it was clear that Kai had been skipping out on them. 
Explains his memory coming back a little bit. Could it be his mind telling him to stop, or just his 
dumbass not wanting to take pills. 


She quickly grabbed the pills and flushed them down the toilet. She will likely have to tell him 
about her theory about the pills if Monokuma resupplies them. She walked over to the door and 
settled to finally leave for the next room. Riko headed to it, fiddling with the nob. Oh right... the 
mask, 


She turned around to notice the mask was not on the floor but under the press. She frowned a bit at 
Monokuma moving it behind her back and putting it back on before finally leaving the room. 


She held the tablet in her hand, dangling it down the rails of the second-floor dorms, thinking 

about what to do. I should check Kana’s room first, there is a chance that this video might trigger a 
flashback light effect. Riko signed before heading to her room. It was almost easier to lockpick 
than Kai’s. 


The room was quite plain and had all of her slips laid on the table. The rest of the room was 
decorated with different outfits and accessories. 


There was one white jacket that piqued her interest. It looked like a straightjacket, with cut sleeves 
and belts around the sleeves. For some reason she found herself drawn to it, a familiar feeling. She 
drew her eye away from the jacket and to the table. 


She recalled back to when everyone recited and if they were lying or not. Kana of all people 
surprised her. She said that she was reading them when she really wasn’t. Kana was a good liar as 
well, she’s seen her get away with good lies. She also knows that Kana can tell exactly when Riko 
is looking for lies. 


She was testing me... she thought to herself. She grabbed the papers and sat on the bed to read 
them. 


This slip is made for you 


Keep your lie 


Use this slip when you get your motive video to unlock a secret. 
You are no tsar, he is. 
However, remember the last tsar’s fates before you proceed. 


She shoved the slips into her pocket. Keeping note of the third slip being a different color. 
Whatever they mean. She looked around the rest of the room hoping there was a bit more to go off 
of. Nothing really stood out, though she made note of all the clothes and styles just in case it could 
help her later. 


Riko left the room with the slips in the pocket just as Kai... Kaito... but what if Kaito and Kai are 
completely different? Better to call him Kai for now and Kazuki were bidding each other farewell. 
Riko flinched a bit, quickly putting the motive video behind her back. Kazuki huffed and 
complained about something she couldn’t hear, walked to his room, and shut the door. Kai scoffed 
before turning to wave at Riko 


“Finally wins some games and now he gotta act all pissy... Hey! How’s my sidekick doing?” He 
called her. Riko calmed herself a bit before walking down, facing Kai. 


“Just thinking... a little shaken by the motive that’s all...” Riko laughed. “Can we look at yours? 
Together I mean,” 


“Hell no! I’m not risking any of these motives, and if they are shaking you up, I recommend you 
don’t think about them either!” Kai pumped his fist. Riko stared at him, giving him a smile. 


“Well... it was worth trying, if you change your mind knock on my door,” she turned around to 
head to her room. 


“Where are you going?” 

“My room...?” 

“But why? There is so much more to do today, let’s hang out,” Kai pleaded. 
“T don’t know...” 


“Oh! How about you and I get dressed to go to the pool and surprise Kyoko and Kana!” Kai said. 
Riko laughed at the idea of Kai crashing their pool party. 


“You can do that, I don’t want to get in trouble for letting a guy in their girl time,” Riko said before 
shutting the door on him. Kai tried to protest a bit from behind the door before finally giving up. 


Riko stayed still for a bit before throwing her mask off and across the room. She threw the motive 
video on the bed and sat on the side of it, grabbing it. She stared at her reflection across the screen. 
There is a high chance this will change who I am. She took a deep breath, thinking of the memories 
she made with everyone in this killing game, the type of person everyone trusted and was their 
friend. There is a chance this video will alter her in some way. 


She then recalled all the slips. The fact that Kai was most likely a part of another killing game 
wiped not just his talent, but his own name. His whole identity was replaced by Monokuma. But 
what if he isn’t the Kai I know? Would it be cruel to withhold his memories if I can learn them? I 
mean... 


Monokuma gave her this as soon as she figured that out. Will I like the person I truly am? She 


thought so sure of what the video would do to her mind. She recalled what little she remembered. 
While she knew a couple of story beats, all faces were blocked out, and she couldn’t identify 
anyone. Are these even my memories? Or just a plotline Monokuma made for me? 


“Are you doubting we exist, Riri?” A voice from her dreams called out to her. She started to recall 
what she knew about the random memories of different people, a close friend wrapping her arm 
with a bandage, a boy stumbling and completely botching a confession that she assumes was meant 
for her, her being lifted by a boy over a fence before she helped pull him over. 


She thought for that moment she could live in peaceful ignorance, survive the game, and live 
happily with whoever else survived, in what world is left over. No... you don’t know how the world 
is outside of this... you have to know. You have to know to save everyone! 


You have to know, for them, you have to sacrifice Riko Yukiyume for whoever you shall become. 
The voice in her head screamed. It was so loud she turned around to see if someone else was in the 
room with her. 


Riko shut her eyes for a moment, finally making a decision. 


Kai Tomomoto 
Height- 6-0 
Weight- 163 Lbs 
Likes- house plants 


Dislikes- the occult 


Chapter End Notes 


so this is the chapter I dreaded the most posting because of how many times I've 
rewritten Riko's segments altogether, the first draft of this fic was actually a Ist person 
fic of a throwaway character with Riko during this killing game. 

so the way I'm going to write this is that if this game were an official game, the 
protagonist would be Kai and this all kinda serves as a "what is happening behind the 
scenes" (so it's like if we got a fic about all the stuff Kokichi was up to behind the 
scenes of V3) 

I made Kai's name on the nose because while I knew I could do a twist and spin it to 
shock you guys I do know that this is a danganronpa V3 fanfic and with the promise of 
danganronpa V3 characters, and while I feel comfortable putting in relatives, DICE, 
and eventually villains and team danganronpa, random OCs like Hideyoshi, Kyoko, 
Kana, and Kazuki, I'm not a crazy fan of so Kai is that living reminder "yes I promise 
the canon V3 characters are still around and are gonna do something) 

I reused Kyoko's name on purpose like that Makoto kid in V3, just as a show that 
danganronpa is so popular people name their kids after characters from earlier games. 
I wanted to show a bit more of Riko's dilemma on getting her memories back except 


like I said before, I didn't want to bore you 


I think that's all I got for now, just to let you know I[ have up to 5 chapters drafted up, I 
might post one or two randomly just because I'm thinking of possible try to wrap up 
this arc by the end of the year, but that's just an idea, cya guys!!! 


what really happened that night 


Chapter Notes 


masked killing game, chapter 5, "twisted memories, twisted lies," surviving students 6 
Riko Yukiyume ultimate supreme leader 

Kai Tomomoto ultimate ??? 

Kana Mikan ultimate stylist 

Kazuki Nakaya ultimate bassist 

Hideyoshi Kimura ultiamte N.E.E.T 

Kyoko Takao ultimate propagandist 


quick note- this chapter has some graphic content 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“By popular demand, it’s time for the motive video! Who’s the most important person in *your* 
life? Without further ado...” 


“Riko Yukiyume who was supposed to be the backup leader of the organization DICE, a group that 
caused major mayhem across the world, if you count a lovely group of ten that caused pranks and 
harmless mischief, at least, in fact, this group worked under their number one rule, no killing!” 


The video morphed into a photo of a group of people, all wearing clown masks and outfits that 
were more lay straight jackets than normal uniforms. Riko was wearing the exact same mask, 
seated to the left. She seemed much shyer in that photo. Of the group, there was only one whose 
face was seen. He was wearing a cape and hat, his proud expression shining through the photo. He 
must have been the leader, the one who died. ... That was Koko... the video then began to darken, 
keeping herself, the leader, and the boy between the two highlighted. 


“Of course of all the closest was the founding trio, which meant when their supreme leader, ahem, 
died, the ultimate liar took up the mantle to enter the killing game and seek revenge with her own 
life!’ 


Her mind was blank, ignoring that he revealed she is doing this willingly. The person in front of 
her was Koko, the person who she joined the killing game willingly for. That person in front of her 
was dead. The more she studied him she started to notice his features. She couldn’t pinpoint them 
exactly, though she felt comfort in seeing his face. The more haunting idea was that she was close 
to this person, and that person was dead. 


That person was no longer in this world. 


That child was dead. 


“Of course, she still retains her former title as how one could be the ultimate supreme leader...” the 
screen fades to another image, and all the members including Riko disappear, only the middle 
figure was left in a cage. 


“When the current one is still kicking around! But what will happen to little ‘Koko’ after the killing 
game? It’s a secret! Find out for yourself. Puhuhuhuhu...” the image lingered on the leader trapped 
in the cage. He was sitting on the ground, bound by a real straightjacket and his expression was 
nothing but bitterness and pain. 


Riko stayed silent for a while, clasping her hand over her mouth, the other still holding the 
monopad with a shaky hand. 


“Riko!” a playful voice rushed up behind her, crashing into Riko. She turned around to see a 
familiar mop of hair before he turned up to her. He began having crocodile tears form in his eyes. 
“Please don’t leave me!” 


“Tt’s only for a little bit,” Riko sighed before she patted his head. “Besides you need to get out 
more,” 


“But it’s scawee being all alone,” he faked cried. “What if you never come back!” 


“TI won’t leave you for too long,” Riko relented, letting him go of the hug but holding his hand and 
kneeling down. “You know that right, I won’t leave you like that,” 


Kokichi smiled. 


It all rushed back to her like a massive truck to the head. She had a headache now, her mind 
running so fast she could barely process the information she was receiving. Memories coming back 
and forth, all feeling more real than anything she was ever given by a flashback light. 


With a shaky hand, she reached into her pocket to pull out one of Kana’s slips. She recalled one of 
them, 


Use this slip when you get your motive video to unlock a secret. 
“M-maybe this meant any video...” she muttered before noticing her eyes were tearing. 
He’s alive... but how? How did he survive? He was... he was... 


She could barely tell them apart with how blurry her eyes were of tears. She slowly hovered the 
papers over the video before another flashback came to her. However, this flashback felt less like 
she was present but instead as she was a spectator. 


oh KK ok 


“Kaito!” Kokichi screamed out. It was ragged, raw, it was completely unrecognizable from what 
Kaito knew. 


He was struggling to breathe, barely gasping for air. The poison was taking effect, if Kaito were to 
leave him there, he could predict that it would be a few hours of suffering before he finally 
succumbed. Kaito didn’t feel as much of the effects himself, he was a bigger person, and only 
being shot once he had a less dose. 


Despite that, he still had all the pain of his illness and the poison. It was clear how much pain he 
was in by how he was grabbing to the railing, his other hand on the stop button. 


Kaito noticed how close the press was to touching Kokichi, it was mere centimeters, centimeters 
till he claimed a life, till he killed a goddamn child. 


Peering over a little, he could barely see Kokichi’s face under the press. Kokichi at that moment 
looked so young to him as if he was stunned into silence from fear despite the killing coming 
forward. 


“T’m sorry Kokichi but I can’t,” he muttered, staring at him. Slowly bringing himself down the 
stairs to face him. Kokichi merely blinked a couple of times, still trying to process what was going 
on. He grabbed Kokichi’s arm and pulled him out of the jaws of death he nearly subjected him to. 
Kokichi winced before looking up at him. 


It was about this time that Kokichi started to become aware of what Kaito was doing. There was a 
certain darkness in his eyes that Kaito has never seen before. It swarmed around pools of purple, 
almost tinting red with blood. His pupils were completely dilated, slowly engulfing the blood- 
soaked purple. One of his eyes seemed more changed than the other, though Kaito couldn’t 
pinpoint why, it didn’t matter anyway. 


Kokichi’s look was one of true hate, Kokichi really couldn’t despise Kaito more than at that 
moment. He looked at him as if he was complete scum, that he was a cockroach that should be 
squashed and thrown away as if it were nothing. Kokichi’s body looked as fragile as a piece of 
paper, yet Kaito felt that Kokichi was fighting for every piece of strength to scare Kaito away. It 
was as if he were a moth attempting some sort of deimatic display. 


“Y- you know... that if I... if I don’t die then... if I don’t die from the press th- then Maki...” 
Kokichi said darkly, a sliver of a twisted smile crept on his face. 


“You think I don’t know that goddamnit! You know what? I won’t let you or Maki get killed 
tonight!” Kaito declared. 


He was sick of it, he was sick of the deaths. He was sick of the executions taking them all down 
and making them suffer more and more. He was sick of this killing game doing this to them, most 
were just teenagers. Kokichi... Kokichi didn’t even look Kaito’s age without his jacket to cover 
him up! He used the damn scarf as a way to puff up like some type of peacock, though far less 
elegant and more “if a rat got a fancy tail to scare people. 


He recalled back to when Kokichi introduced himself to Kaito, stating the usual lies and his age 
once Kaito asked. 


“Ok so how old are you, pipsqueak,” Kaito rolled his eyes. 
“Seventeen! I’m just fun-sized and adorable!” Kokichi declared. 
“T dunno, you both act and look like a baby,” 


“A... a baby? I... ?'m not a baby!!! WHAAAA YOU'RE SO MEAN!” Kokichi started to cry 
crocodile tears, ending the conversion and all the interaction with him that Kaito would deal with 
that day. 


Kaito could still recall trying to fake his own age. He did whatever he took back then to make 
himself look orderly, and lying through his teeth when questioned. Kokichi... are you really 
seventeen? 


“Th- the poison will kill me... and your p- precious Maki roll... don’t deny I gave you no other 
option,” Kokichi’s face morphed to a dark, complete smile before struggling backward in Kaito’s 


grip, attempting to get back under the press. 


Kaito signed, Kokichi was barely strong enough to put up a fight. They were both simply excuses 
for functional humans at this point. Kokichi at most was able to fling his legs off Kaito’s grasp and 
plant them on the ground. He was far from being able to walk. Kaito was more or less supporting 
him upright instead of keeping him captive from the looks of it. 


“Not if I give you the antidote,” Kaito said. 


“You... you already d- drank it... A- and even then I... and I won’t take it,” Kokichi sneered. At 
that moment Kaito realized something, the way Kokichi spoke, the way he looked, the hint of 
desperation to end his pain. 


Kaito had his death note signed to him ages ago. He’s seeing Kokichi’s note. It was almost 
laughable, Kokichi was a fool, believing he could falsify the signature he knew so well. 


Kaito has accepted his impending death, living on little time to make as much of an impact as he 
could. He’s known this for as long as he could remember, this killing game was what was going to 
do him in. Kaito accepted that. 


Kokichi hadn’t. 


He could see it in Kokichi’s eyes when it dawned on him that the press was going to crush him to 
death. That he would feel for a few moments his skull slowly being applying pressure before being 
gone. All in a blink of an eye his existence is no more. Kaito wasn’t even sure how much pain he 
would feel. 


Would he feel the press? Kaito could imagine it, crushing his bones... ripping his skin, all while 
his blood leaves his eyes and ears like some sort of overfilled water balloon. He tried to wave it 
away, yet his mind was forcing him to create a picture. Sure he has seen plenty of glore through the 
years it felt he stayed here, even compared to Kaede’s death. Though hers was so far away he 
could barely tell it was Kaede. However now, he could only have a flogging shaping of what he 
would actually see. 


He could slowly picture the aftermath of the press, the access to blood, skin, tissue fragments, 
bone... all surrounding the press. 


He imagined, even if it wasn’t the plan, the thought of opening the press. Kokichi said to make 
sure the press could never be opened so they could never identify the body... but what would he 
see if he did. Would it be a mush of unrecognizable guts and gore? Or would he be able to make 
out Kokichi’s face, squashed like a pancake with his eyes and... 


God damnit! 


Kaito just rolled his eyes at Kokichi before he walked him to the middle of the floor. He didn’t 
bother to be gentle, he knew that Kokichi would put up more of a fight and eventually think of a 
way through it. Someone being as suicidal as him needed to be contained. 


That was a lie though. If Kaito were to be honest with himself, he was tired. He was tired of the 
death and all of Kokichi’s bullshit. He was tired of the kid lying not just to them but to the rest. 


He couldn’t let Kokichi get crushed by the press. He wasn’t going to live his last hours as a 
murderer. He didn’t want to subject Kokichi to that pain, that horror, no matter how much he lied 
to himself that he wanted it. 


He laid Kokichi down flat on his back, keeping his knee over Kokichi’s legs in case he started to 
thrash. Kaito knew he wasn’t going to like what he had to do. Kaito reached into his pocket and 
grabbed the antidote, showing it to Kokichi. 


Once Kokichi realized what Kaito was holding and what he was about to do, his face morphed 
again. Instead of a freakish laugh, or a twisted smile, Kokichi’s face was dark with anger. What 
Kaito could also see was a hint of fear, a fear that he wasn’t going to die this moment, that his plan 
won’t come true. 


A fear that the killing game would continue. That their friends, Shuichi, Himiko, Kiibo, Tsumugi, 
Maki... that were all going to continue to be motivated to kill each other and Kokichi would be 
forced to watch. 


“You think this will change anything! Don’t you want me dead! I killed... I killed Gonta remember 
M-” He screamed out before breaking into a violent cough. Kaito kept his face still. Kokichi 
looked back up at him, his eyes begging. 


“D... don’t... don’t you hate me?” Kokichi’s voice broke. 
ban da 
“Then kill me for the monster I am!” he screamed out. 


Why do you want me to hate you? Kaito paused for a moment, shutting his eyes. He couldn’t 
understand what he was doing, he hated seeing someone like this, for the first time, he felt he was 
actually looking at Kokichi in a different way. 


Everyone had to do crazy things in this game, Kaede, Kirumi, and Gonta would have never 
murdered someone without being pushed to the limits, and here is Kokichi begging to die claiming 
he is a monster. Did he feel guilty? 


He kept his knee on Kokichi’s legs before he pushed Kokichi down, holding the antidote above 
him. Leaving time for only Kokichi’s eyes to widen, Kaito shut his eyes and with no time to 
hesitate, grabbed the back of Kokichi’s head with one hand and used the other to force it down his 
throat. 


Most humans when resisting to take something in have to be held down till their only natural 
option is to drink or drown. The kid definitely had some fight with him, Kaito keeping his 
expression blank and not focusing on Kokichi’s attempts to fight back along with his pleading eyes 
to stop. 


He is begging me to let him die. 


It took a while for Kaito to see the contents of the antidote in the bottle being drained at an 
uncomfortably fast rate, the kid was just drinking it so he could get some air in. By the time the 
antidote was finished Kaito threw the bottle across the room and let go of Kokichi. The first thing 
Kokichi did was throw himself into a seated position and take a gasp of air. The second was to take 
his hand to his mouth. 


Kaito knew from training that he was going to force himself to throw up. The idiot was so deep 
into his lie that he was going to waste the only antidote and possibly kill them both and Maki. 
Kaito imminently forced him down facing up, pinning his chest with one arm and the arm he was 
going to use with the other. Thank god he can’t move his other arm. 


“Stay down,” Kaito hissed. His pressure must have been too much for Kokichi before he could see 


tears roll down his eyes. 


“Alright! Alright! Just stop!” Kokichi cried out, Kaito hesitated before letting him go, allowing 
Kokichi to sit up. He just stared back at him, his eyes puffy and afraid. His free hand was pushed 
back as if he was ready to crawl away. It made Kaito shiver. 


And here I am making him afraid of me... but he won’t back down will he if I don’t. 
“You happy now?” Kokichi hissed. 


Kaito nodded before standing up. He stared at Kokichi, waiting for him to react, to make another 
move to throw up. This time he seemed to get the hint from Kaito’s... display. 


Kaito began to pace back and forth the hanger, trying to figure out a way to do next. J could try to 
fake the murder... Kokichi stayed completely silent in the same spot in the group, just staring at a 
wall, then the ground. 


Eventually, he walked back to the storage room where Kokichi held all his things. Inside was what 
could be described as a doomsday level of supplies and a large book labeled “script”. 


Kaito grabbed the book, a couple of survival items like water and food, and Kokichi’s monopad. 
He flipped through the script, skimming through all the lines, seeing crossed-out plans from weeks 
ago, and ones labeled in how they wouldn’t work. 


All those plans describe how he would die. A simple plan of him getting stabbed, then choked, 
then he thought to drown himself. Kaito read his detailed plan to have a person tie him down and 
pull on a rope till it rips him in half. Another plan he had was to try to get enough acid and melt 
himself alive. That must have been when he started to create the unsolvable murder. 


The book got worse and worse with each scrapped plan and eventually, Kaito slammed the book 
shut to make sure he didn’t throw up. 


After a moment to recollect himself, he opened the book to the actual script portion of what 
Kokichi wanted him to say as him. If he read this just a couple of hours earlier, he would have 
believed every word, this was exactly what Kokichi would say, he would play with their emotions, 
make jokes, and be the sadistic villain he has created for himself. Yet he was reading it now, he 
could see the underlying messages for each of his words. 


He could imagine the hidden codes unwritten, those of someone who had last confessions and 
wills for each. He always got along with Himiko, he admired Shuichi’s talent in a way only 
someone as smart as him would understand. What he didn't see was that he wanted his final words 
to be mocking and tricks and those he truly cared about would hate him for it. 


They would hate him for the rest of their lives. 


He spent a couple of minutes in the storage room, studying the script in and out before he would 
have to create the best lie he could, not just to trick them that he was Kokichi, but that Kokichi 
crushed Kaito and created the unsolvable murder. 


When he skimmed through all the main paths in the book he grabbed his items to the main room 
where he left Kokichi. J hope the little shit didn’t figure out a way to hijack the press into crushing 
him from inside it. Doesn’t seem out of character for him. 


What he did was instead very out of character for him. 


Kokichi was still seated on the floor, but instead of crisscrossing like he was before, he had his 
knees to his chest, rocking back and forth. He seemed to be muttering something too quiet for 
Kaito to hear him. Kaito paused in his steps witnessing the drastic change. 


Kaito couldn’t help but feel concerned at this point, it wasn’t natural for him. 


“Hey... buddy...?” Kaito’s voice wavered. Kokichi didn’t look at him, instead just rocking back 
and forth. Kokichi was a lot of things, but this was the first time his actions truly scared Kaito. He 
never acted like this. Everything he’s done before was built up, but nowhere has he ever built up a 
weird trance like this. Kaito stared in front of him, Kokichi’s eyes were out of focus and bloodshot. 


“Why... why can’t you let me die...” Kokichi muttered, staring out at the wall. 


“Listen man... you can’t just escape your crimes that easily, you really collected blood bags back 
there and didn’t think to use them under the press instead of one of us?” Kaito kneeled in front of 
him as he tried to keep his usual voice despite his growing concern for the kid. 


“T can’t live... I can’t be alive anymore...” 


“Well not all of us get what we want, alright?” Kaito felt his tone get angrier, not at anything 
Kokichi was saying, or even Kokichi himself. He was angry at himself, at this whole damn killing 
game that it pushed them to this point. No one here wants to die yet here he is coming back from 
reading a child’s plans to kill himself in the most graphic way possible. 


“Onii-chan is dead... Komi is gone... I can’t live...” 


Onii-chan and Komi? He never mentioned having any family. A brother... what would Komi be? 
Younger sister? Older? 


“Yeah and why can’t you? Don’t you have your secret organization and all that?” 


“We hate murders... should have never been a part of them, I should have never lied to them...” 
Kokichi’s eyes were completely dilated, the shot open, nearly popping out of his head from how 
wide they were. 


“T can’t go back, I should have died instead with... with... why... why Komi... why why why 
why?” Kokichi whispered to himself, sinking his head into his knees. At this point, Kaito started to 
freak out, whoever was in front of him wasn’t Kokichi. It was almost like he really was replaced by 
a ghost of his former self, slowly rocking back and forth. “What did I do to you Komi... why do 
you hurt me like everyone else... Why do you want me to live?” 


“Hey... Kokichi?” Kaito tried to say. 


“Tf I don’t they will get me! They want me, not you! Let me die and save everyone else, it will all 
end right?” Kokichi screamed out, startling Kaito. He started to cry, completely out of it. “Just run 
away with Onii-san and be happy without me! I don’t want anyone to die because of me, I don’t 
want any of this!” he continued to scream, grabbing his head seemingly about to slam it into a far- 
off wall. 


Kaito quickly ran to grab Kokichi’s arms before he started thrashing again, this time much harder 
than Kaito expected him to be. Kaito was barely able to hold him down before he realized he was 
on a timelimit. Shit! The electro bomb is going to be out any minute, but if Kokichi’s like... like 
whatever this is... 
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“Hey hey! Quit screwing around Kokichi!” he pleaded as Kokichi’s eyes filled with tears. Kaito 


was full on panicking, he was trained to deal with delirious crew members, but he was never 
trained against a kid in what he could assume was some sort of PTSD response, and that was at 
most a guess. 


“Don’t kill Onii-chan, please, please, don’t die onii-chan... it should be me, it should be me, it 
should be me!” Kokichi started to scream before grabbing onto Kaito’s shirt. 


Kaito hesitated before he quickly pulled Kokichi into a tight hug. Trying to hold him down, instead 
of struggling, Kokichi broke down into sobs. His begging for his brother became nothing more 
than a light whimper. 


“Puck Kokichi...” Kaito whispered to himself. It was so out of character for him, this wasn’t the 
Kokichi he knew, the person he knew was calculated, never letting his emotions slip past. This 
person was almost primal, not in control of anything. Kaito could only sit there holding the boy in 
a hug and putting his hand on his head, trying to calm him down. 


“T’m so sorry Onii-chan... I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, please don’t...” 


“Shhhh,” Kaito hushed him, trying to make him comfortable. Kokichi... I’m so sorry, but I don’t 
have time. He removed his hand from Kokichi’s head and wrapped it around Kokichi’s neck. He 
pushed Kokichi back and wrapped the second one around it. Kokichi looked up at him. His 
expression was almost completely blank. His eyes widened for a moment in surprise before 
softening. 


The terrified Kokichi a few minutes ago and this Kokichi are different people. The Kokichi a 
couple of minutes ago was the child hiding behind all of his lies. That was the real Kokichi, the 
one he spent his killing game with. That Kokichi wanted to live, no matter the guilt, no matter how 
he felt he deserved it, that Kokichi didn’t want to die in a killing game. 


This Kokichi wanted death, in fact, his eyes were begging for death. His eyes weren’t of fear but of 
hopelessness, of insanity, of true despair . 


This Kokichi wasn’t the person he knew. Though he couldn’t say he knew the real Kokichi. The 
person he knew was in reality just a shell, a shell for the Kokichi he saw a few minutes ago. At 
least that’s what Kaito’s gut was telling him and he decided to trust it. 


Kaito didn’t know who Kokichi really was, who he was before this, perhaps he will never know. 
Was this Kokichi before he lost his memories like the rest of us? If I got my memories back would it 
change like this? Does this even have to do with the killing game at all? 


“Thank you...” he muttered before Kaito started to choke him. Kaito tried to keep his calm, he 
tried to do this as quickly as possible, watching Kokichi gag and throw his hands on Kaito’s, a 
natural reaction to get him to attempt to pull him off. Kaito kept his face blank, begging his mind 
to do the same. 


Kokichi... don’t thank me... please... 

He wanted to die anyway. 

But he didn’t seem like he knew he was here... did he want to die at a time before this? 
He waited till Kokichi shut his eyes and put his hand on his neck to check his pulse. 


The kid slumped down, falling right on Kaito’s chest. Kaito sighed to himself, brushing a bit of 
Kokichi’s hair from his face, noticing the boy finally looked to be at peace. 


He picked him up bridal style, carrying him over to an exisal. It wasn’t the best plan, he would 
have to access some amount of food and water for Kokichi to live, and it wasn’t like there was a 
form of life support on the exisal... 


Kokichi woke up one time, only clinging on to Kaito’s shirt as if Kaito was about to drop him. His 
eyes were dazed but didn’t seem out of touch with reality anymore. 


“W... wha,” Kokichi muttered. Kaito paused, staring at him, he didn’t want to bring up 
Kokichi’s... fit? In front of him in case, it would trigger another reaction. 


“Listen kid, I really can’t begin to understand you, after you fucking... with Gonta, I just don’t 
know anymore, you could be lying to me, just to get me to cooperate, but even if there’s a chance, 
even a small one that,” Kaito coughed for the first time in what felt like ages, the poison finally 
catching up to him. There was blood sprayed on the ground. Kaito chose to ignore it. 


“If I can break the game and save another’s life, I have to take it! That’s what heroes do!” 


He looked down at Kokichi’s dazed eyes, they looked like he wanted to say something but the 
words never left his mouth. Kaito just pulled one of his arms up to wipe Kokichi’s sweaty bangs 
away from his eyes again. They were back to their normal color, though now that he stared at them 
a bit longer, they looked softer. 


Kokichi’s features overall were round and innocent. Now that Kokichi was vulnerable and not 
being a pain in the ass, Kaito could finally notice how youthful he was. He could imagine his own 
grandmother calling him adorable and squishing his cheeks. 


Kokichi faded back to unconsciousness after that. Kaito set him neatly in the exisal’s cockpit. He 
fiddled around with the buttons and looked around to find something, anything that could keep him 
alive till he found his miracle, a life support mode. 


“Swap this switch in case of pilot will fall unconscious and is in need of life support, this should 
only be activated in case of emergency,” Kaito read out loud, “that’s so awfully convenient it 
hurts,” 


Kaito grabbed one of the spare jackets Kokichi apparently collected and rested it over Kokichi’s 
bare shoulders. He slowly shut the case and despite not being religious himself, muttered a prayer 
that Kokichi isn’t dumb enough to open it up. 


Kaito stepped back, turning to the press and the side room where Kokichi kept everything he was 
going to need to fake this murder. 


“What do you think of karma?” Kaito could swear he could hear from far away. 
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When the flashback ended, all Riko could do was stay silent. She placed the motive video on the 
ground staring at it. 


She wiped the tears from her eyes before taking her heel and smashing it, she continued to stomp 
on it till it was nothing but glass fragments. She could hear Monokuma in the room, laughing as he 
always did. She didn’t bother to turn to him, none of that mattered. She shuttered thinking she 
nearly decided to not take the video. 


She grabbed the two bands keeping her hair in ponytails and pulled them out, letting her hair down. 
She only wore that when she was faking her identity when she was Kori Kutsuki. Whoever she was 


during the killing game was not her. 
Kori Kutsuki was dead to her, whoever she was before this point. 


Monokuma didn’t want to be ignored, jumping in front of her, and handing her a familiar 
checkered scarf. He was saying something that Riko ignored. She grabbed it from him, and the tips 
of it had small traces of blood. He disappeared shortly after that, settling it would be enough to 
prove what she needed. 


Kokichi is alive... and I’ve been sitting here doing nothing this whole damn time! 


Kazuki Nakaya 
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Likes- indie music 
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Chapter End Notes 


w0000000000, finally got to tackle what happened in the hanger. I've been drafting a 
lot of later chapters as of late and properly writing Kokichi made me realize that even 
before Kokichi snaps, there is no room to write normal Kokichi in the hanger, mostly 
the way Kokichi is presented in the main game is kinda as he is on a mask the whole 
time, and when it's the end of his life he begins to break it a bit and when he finds out 
Kaito is not going through with killing him is when he doesn't bother to hide his 
emotions, and snaps when he is left alone to ponder it. and I use "snaps" loosely 
because I can't really talk about that scene much since it's talking about events that is 
the foundation of this fic 

also for you lot, are you enjoying the masked killing game? I know it's two chapters 
but I'm worried that the whole beginning is with DICE and the survivors it's a drastic 
change, would you like me to try to cut back and forth between the masked killing 
game and the DICE gang? On one hand, it would give more time to talk about each 
member and their dynamics/arcs but on the other Kokichi's big return will be during 
this arc and I don't want to delay our favorite asshole's grand return. 

cya next time!! 


christmas special 


Chapter Notes 


Merry Christmas everyone! here's a bonus chapter featuring Misaki and Kazu! I didn't 
want to spoil too much about either's backstories but I wanted to have a bit of character 
that aren't as major in this fic like the canon cast, Riko, Yuuma, Detective Saihara, etc 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Misaki laid down a couple more presidents under the stupidly over-decorated tree. She was the last 
person awake, allowing her to see her friend's wrapping jobs for each other. It was funny how no 
one wrapped things similarly. 


Daido managed to make things so perfect he might as well be the ultimate wrapper. 
Kazu’s tape was all over the place, trying to make it impossible to open. 


Namie seemed incapable of measuring, meaning her gifts had way too much wrapping paper or too 
little, the insides peeking through. 


Nao made everything look like it belonged on Pinterest, decorated with metallic ribbons and 
sparkly paper. 


Ren just got all his done by the mall wrapping people. 


Sachi literally grabbed a bag and put a cut piece of wrapping paper on top, which made Misaki 
chuckle. 


Yuuma’s had a homely charm to them, he wasn’t perfect though it was clear he put effort. 


Riko just made Yuuma do her’s. The only one she wrapped was her gifts to Yuuma and 
surprisingly, Ren. 


The only person who’s gifts weren’t under the tree were Kokichi’s. Misaki frowned a bit, knowing 
he was likely still awake, either wrapping them last minute, hiding them so the group had to find 
them, or stealing them from some poor grandma. 


“Why the fuck you still up?” someone called out from behind her. Misaki turned around, noticing 
Kazu’s messy form. He yawned a bit before walking inside, and sitting on the couch in front of the 
tree. 


“Just remembering,” 
“Remembering what?” 


“On Christmas Eve we would always open one gift under the tree,” Misaki said, settling her last 
gift and sitting down by herself. “I didn’t have many gifts for mom, it was usually whatever 
homemade thing I could create for her at school, though it would make me all giddy for the next 


day, how about you?” she asked. 
“Ah, barely did anything, too much other stuff to worry about,” Kazu shrugged. 


“Nothing at all?” Misaki tilted her head. The more she thought about it, the never found Kazu 
talking about his past. She knew Kokichi knew, mostly since Kokichi is the one who picked them 
all up, though he would never spill. 


“Well... it’s a lot of complicated stuff, though after I met Sachi, he would sometimes sneak me out 
and we would go watch the tree lighting for about maybe... three years, last year before we left 
had a major close call,” Kazu chuckled. 


“Right you knew Sachi before,” 


“Yeah, since joining DICE we haven’t been as close as before, though we have a bit of history, the 
only reason why he’s so fuckin secretive about his past is because of me,” Kazu said. 


“Hopefully ’'m not prying, but why?” 


“T dunno, guess I haven’t yet fully coped with it, ya know?” Kazu grabbed a blanket and wrapped 
himself in it. “Though I do have to say, my best memories usually involve him... he’s just that 
kinda guy,” 


Kazu smiled to himself. Misaki didn’t know the slightest of the two of them, though it doesn’t 
seem out of Sachi’s character to hide things for Kazu’s sake. 


“Have you thought of visiting him more often, I’ ve been trying, though it seems impossible to get 
him out of that room,” Misaki muttered, the two treating him as if he didn’t live across the hallway 
from them. 


“Believe me, as much as it annoys the fuck out of me, I understand why he coops up in there, he 
was basically the front man on everything, he was so big and strong everyone, including myself, 
relied on him, it was shitty to feel useless,” 


“T see... is that what inspired you to do more parkour?” Misaki asked. Kazu’s face lit up. 


“Hell yeah! I wanted to one-up Sachi so I decided to learn to be quick on my feet, if I couldn’t beat 
the shit out of them, then I could outsmart their dumbasses and kick them from behind,” Kazu 
said. 


“T see... I just wanted to become a doctor because I knew it was my best use, and of course, I 
enjoyed it and all... though I wanted to make sure I’m useful too, now that I think of it... I’m sure 
if Kokichi wanted proper party balance he would start training orphans to become mechanics,” 
Misaki smiled. 


“I’m sure he’s hunting for the next one as we speak,” Kazu laughed. “It’s weird all of us where 
once just wandering alone or in pairs before he found us,” 


“Tt makes you think... there are probably so many more like us, we just happen to be lucky enough 
to be found,” Misaki sighed. “Sometimes I feel I have to make up for being chosen over them,” 


“Well, the reality is we were chosen for a purpose and the world be damned I go along with it!” 
Kazu said, staring at the tree. 


“What do you mean?” 


“Well I mean, we all have I guess... ‘saviors’ in a way, some are shitty made-up gods and others 
are parents to support them, ours was some little piece of shit kid who dressed us up as clowns to 
commit crimes, so what that tells me is fate wants us to be little shits,” 


“T highly doubt that,” 


“And that’s up to you!” Kazu leaned back. “That’s what I love about fate and karma and all of that, 
no one is walking down and telling you what to do with your life, you just get what you get and 
make a guess on what it wants you to do with it,” 


“T think I understand that...” Misaki shrugged. “This seems like something Ren would talk about,” 
“Nah, Ren reads all those super old dead men, my philosophy is a Tsukikawa original!” 
“Are you sure about that?” 


“Nope! I’m sure some fucker thought of it and preached it like no child can’t come up with it 
themselves, and you bet your ass they created some stupid birth story for themselves like their 
mother was watched by a dragon,” 


“You mean Confucious?” Misaki frowned. She’s read quite a lot from him. Overall she’s a bigger 
fan of classic literature, though someone has to read it because, despite Ren’s claims, he always 
goes back to his manga. 


“Maybe, I dunno, don’t care, all I know is I’m gonna say loyal to DICE till the very fucking end, 
let’s go back to big bro Sachi! You have a big ass on him don’t you?” 


“What! Of course not!” Misaki felt her face get warm. Kazu just stared at her for a few seconds 
before speaking. 


“Tm not the brightest, but damn I can tell how obvious it is, the only ones dumb enough to not 
realize is Sachi, I mean once Riko figured it out she told all of us,” 


“Riko!” Misaki frowned, “she promised to not tell anyone!” 


“She didn’t... at least directly, aren’t you her best friend or something? You walked into that one, 
anyway I think you two should set up something tomorrow. I know Kokichi has been having plans 
for taking the group skating, so what about... we sneak you two to a private place alone...” 


“B- IT can’t I’m sorry...” Misaki hid her face from him. 
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“That’s why I’m not fucking asking for permission, this is a warning 
“What?!” 


“Consider this as my Christmas Eve gift,” Kazu smiled before he looked down at the wrapped 
presents. He walked over and grabbed one of the gifts and handed it to her. “Though we could do a 
proper Eve exchange,” 


Misaki grabbed the gift. She went into her pocket, grabbing a small scalpel to cut through the 
unnecessary amounts of tape, getting a huge frown from Kazu. She opened up the gift to find a 
small box. Inside was a glass flower hair clip. She gingerly picked it up, inspecting the detail on it. 


“Tt’s kinda like that butterfly clip you always wear, that was a gift from Kokichi, but I needed to 
one-up the bastard, see!”” Kazu rushed over and showed her the clip's details, explaining all the 


sections on it. Misaki smiled and nodded along, a bit surprised about his passion. 


Misaki grabbed the clip and put it on her hair, smiling. “Thank you Kazu, I love it... oh! I should 
give you my gift,” she handed over her gift to Kazu and handed it to him. Despite him giving her a 
fragile gift, he had no issues shaking it to his year. 


“What are you doing, you might break it!” 

“Isn’t that what usual kids do? They shake the gift to guess what’s inside?” Kazu asked. 
“Well... sometimes, but you don’t want to break it...” 

“Right... the movies don’t cover that...” Kazu laughed. “I can yell at Sachi later,” 


“Why... actually never mind, just open it,” Misaki smiled. Kazu tore open the wrapping paper to 
reveal a stuffed animal. The packaging had two forms on it, one as a pillow and one as a stuffed 
animal. 


“Really... a toy?” 


“Oh come on! I saw you eyeing that thing every single time we’ ve been out!” Misaki scolded. 
“You’re like one year older than Kokichi, and he adores this type of stuff,” 


“T don’t want my bed to become the black hole of stuffed animals for you to steal them away! 
Kokichi is still looking for some of his after the great rage of Misaki!” 


“T hate how you have a name for that...” Misaki rolled her eyes. “So you don’t like it?” 


“What! Of course, I do... wait, no! I hate it! Pll never forgive you, fuck you!” Kazu unknowingly 
started to hug the box. Misaki laughed before she reached over to it, pulling the toy out and 
hugging it herself. 


“Fine, ll keep it for myself,” she said. 
“W-wait...” Kazu frowned before Misaki threw it at his face. “H-Hey! I swear to fuck Misaki!” 


“Kazu you’re young, don’t be afraid to act young,” Misaki said. “Don’t try to connect with myself, 
Yuuma, Sachi, or even Riko, in all honestly... I envy you guys,” 


“What do you mean?” 


“T mean... now that we’re together, you will get more of your childhood filled with memories of 
DICE, a lot of us have most of our childhood memories before everything went down,” 


“Before everything went to absolute shit, I definitely remember that though,” 

“Well of course, though hopefully, you will have more memories of fun times,” 
“Yeah... just like that date with Sachi Kokichi and I are setting up!” 

“Wait Kokichi’s involved! You little-” Miskai balled her fists before Kazu jumped up. 


“Whoops, I said too much! Boss’s gonna fuckin kill me,” he started to sprint away. “Merry 
Christmas!” Misaki reached for him before she signed. Instead, she looked back at the tree. 
Watching the flickering lights dance along the reflection of the gifts. 


I don’t think I truly understand anyone here... but I hope we can stay together for long enough so 
someday... 


bonus young Kazu and Sachi 


Chapter End Notes 


I based Sachi's wrapping skills off my mother who I swear gets lazier each year, this 
year gave my dad gifts in, 

wrapping it in his clothes 

using a grocery store bag 

stealing something he bought for himself and giving it to him 

I love her dearly 


Namie's wrapping skills is based off mine, I suck... 


morgues and dolls 
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masked killing game, chapter 5, "twisted memories, twisted lies," surviving students 6 
Riko Yukiyume ultimate supreme leader 

Kai Tomomoto ultimate ??? 

Kana Mikan ultimate stylist 

Kazuki Nakaya ultimate bassist 

Hideyoshi Kimura ultiamte N.E.E.T 

Kyoko Takao ultimate propagandist 


note- this chapter is another of those with graphic depictions of violence 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 
“Kana...” Riko knocked on the door to Kana’s room. It was almost officially nighttime, meaning 
everyone had gone into their rooms. 
“Yes?” Kana peaked through her dorm room. “Oh Riko!” she smiled brightly upon seeing her. 
“Hi, can you get something for me?” Riko said. 


“Um... what do you need?” she asked. “New pajamas?” Riko peered inside her room, looking at 
all the costumes she had. 


“What outfits do you have in your room?” she deadpanned. 


“Oh... you want a new look?” her eyes sparked with stars. “Of course! Wait a moment... do you 
plan to confess your undying feelings to Kai? Oh my god! I have to sew you up something 
stunning, I think you would look best in... let’s see... you seem to be a dark winter, so I would put 
you in maybe navy blue. And with your body type... something tighter but not too tight, just 
enough to outline your figure,” 


“Sure...” Riko deadpanned. Kana moved to the side for Riko to enter the room, watching as she 
inspected all the manikins. 


“T have more in my lab but we can always-” 
“T want this,” Riko pointed at an oversized jacket reminiscent of a straight jacket. 


“Um... why?” she looked at the jacket in question. “I mean it’s a nice contrast with your hair and 
the open shoulders do seem to fi-” 


“Why did you make it if it wasn’t made to be worn?” 
“Um... well... it was already there!” 


“Then I want to wear it,” Riko started to grab the jacket from the manikin, removing her blazer and 
cape and putting it on. She took a deep breath, maybe I’m out of practice, that was too harsh... 
“Doesn’t it look nice!” she smiled. Kana gave a confused thumbs-up before Riko turned around. 


“Now I should be going, I really wanted something new, ya know? The old is so boring and dull 
and [ can’t last another day with you complaining about it,” Riko said. Kana reluctantly nodded 
before she headed out the door 


“Have a good night...?” she muttered before Riko shut the door. Riko walked back to her room 
and threw off her cape and silver blazer. She removed the mask and went to the bathroom, staring 
at herself in the familiar outfit. 


It wasn’t the same Daido made, missing the familiar comfort. However, it had a similar shape and 
open shoulders. /t will do for now. Riko grabbed Kokichi’s scarf and wrapped it around her neck, 
finally feeling a bit like herself again. She smiled a bit before taking her mask again to leave the 
room. 


She knocked on the door of Kai’s. It took a while with a bunch of shuffling through the room but 
eventually, he opened it, a bit of a mess however his mask was on and that’s all that mattered to the 
game. 


“Hey, Riko! How’s it going,” He smiled. “Whoa! I love the new look, you talked to Kana?” 


“Yeah... I thought it was about time,” Riko looked away. “Do you want to just go on a walk with 
me tonight, I’m a bit too tired to exercise,” she grabbed Kokichi’s scarf a bit, playing around with 
the fabric between her fingers. 


“Uh... yeah, right now?” 
“Yes,” Riko grabbed his arm and pulled him all the way outside. 


The outside was dark, the only lights were lining the resort. The dome itself was speckled with 
stars. They walked for a bit, allowing Kai to talk about random things while she listened. 


“Kai, do you recognize any of these constellations?” she pointed at the stars. Kai looked up at 
them, leaving a long pause. 


“No... should [?” 
“Well can you name a couple of them?” 


“Not that I know... strange... judging that we are most likely mid-August... and let’s say this 
resort would be Tokyo... we should see Ursa Major, Lyra, Hercules, Ophiuchus, Libra, Bootes, a 
bit of Virgo should come in, gonna see a bit of Cepheus, Equuleus, I would say for planets we 
would see-” Kai started to ramble. Riko toned him out a bit, still facing him as he spoke. 


So he really is Kaito Momota, the ultimate astronaut... she thought to herself. He kinda reminded 
her of Ren whenever he went about some anime show he liked. He would go starry-eyed talking 
about the characters, animation, character design, and themes. It was cute. 


Kai noticed her not paying attention before stopping. 


“Oh... sorry about going on about that... guess I know a lot about stars,” Kai muttered, looking 
up. “But there aren’t any that I recognize here... not even for other seasons,” 


“So the dome’s stars are completely made up, that’s good to know,” Riko muttered “and we might 
have another hint to your talent,” 


“Really?” 


“Yeah, you might be the ultimate star man... or that ultimate astrologist, or that,” 


“Ultimate astronaut!” Kai exclaimed. “Imagine me, Kai Tomomota, the ultimate astronaut, no 
no... what should I be... the luminary of...” 


“The luminary of the stars!” Riko finished. 

“Yeah imagine that! Ultimate astronaut...” 

“T think that would be amazing,” Riko said warmly. She grabbed her scarf for a bit, pulling on it. 
“On a more serious note, I wanted to talk to you about the killing game,” 

“YCalis 2? 

“T think I have an idea to stop it,” she muttered. 

“Really! Spill!” 

“T... [can’t right now,” Riko muttered. “I need more information, more time to set it up,” 


“Then what can I do for you?” Kai asked. 

“First, I need you to trust me, no matter what,” Riko grabbed his hand, facing him directly. He 
couldn’t see her face, he couldn’t imagine what she looked like under the mask. However, she 
could see right through his mask. It wasn’t till then she realized she wasn’t looking at Kai 
Tomomoto, she was looking at Kaito Momota. Perhaps a different version of her would see him as 
Kai and always as Kai, though she knew who he truly was. She knew that Kai Tomomota was just 
a stupid lie by the killing game. 


Kaito Momota, the one executed for killing Kokichi. 

Kaito Momota, the one who lied all the way through the trial despite already accepting his fate. 
Kaito Momota, the guy who punched and attacked Kokichi all through a killing game. 

Kaito Momota, the one who saved Kokichi even when he begged to be killed. 


She thought once to put all the blame on him. To hate him for the rest of her life because of what 
he did. Yet now, for some reason, she was able to see what really happened that night. She didn’t 
know why she trusted the flashback light, there was no way to confirm that Kokichi was alive in 

reality, all she had was his scarf and a memory placed in her that wasn’t even her own. 


Yet something about the memory felt more real than the others, once she got all her memories she 
could tell they weren’t lies. Her talent was about that. Everything, since she got her own memories, 
felt clear, and at the same time, they were harsh, raw, and felt wrong to have. Which meant that 
they were real. 


“No matter what happens, I need you to do what I say, follow my signals, even if it seems like I 
will die, I need you to trust me,” she said, covering his hands with her own. Kai... Kaito was quite 
tall compared to her, meaning she had to look up to face him. 


“R- Riko... I already trust you,” Kaito muttered. She knew what he was talking about, she knew 
about his way of trust. 


He never gave her the trust she needed. He would never give her the same trust that DICE had for 
her. She didn’t have the same trust in him when he could point the gun to her head and she would 


be sure that he won’t kill her. 


DICE had a form of trust that no one could break. In this killing game, if she were to kill someone 
like Kazuki or Kana... that trust would be broken. Riko could recall having the same trust where if 
Yuuma or Kokichi stood over the whole government’s dead bodies with a knife in hand, she would 
trust them and stand by them. She wanted him to trust her to the level of scaring her. 


“Non non, I need you to make sure of it, no matter what happens, no matter what we have to do, 
we have to trust each other,” 


“Riko... what are you planning...” 


“T want to tell you... I do, but I don’t know if I can, you wouldn’t understand just yet anyway,” 
Riko looked down, trying to figure out a way to convince him before going to her pocket and 
pulling out a knife. She quickly cut her fingertip, letting the blood drop to the ground. She faced 
the knife down and thrusted it in front of him. “Please...” 


Kaito paused, looking at the knife, he grabbed the handle from her but didn’t make any move to 
the blade. He looked at her, his look dark. 


“T need to know what you're planning,” he said. 


“T... [need to save him...” Riko muttered, tears welling at her eyes. “I cannot die if that’s what 
you're asking, I... I have too,” she stopped the tears. 


“What are you talking about?” Kaito asked. Riko looked back at him, unsure exactly how she 
wanted to play this. 


“My brother... I’m worried for him... if I don’t end this killing game now, I don’t know what will 
happen to him,” Riko said. Everything she said was true, she just has to be careful about what 
words she said to convince him. If she could tip him off and not the cameras that would be the best 
thing in the world, but she doubts she will have the ability to do that and have Kaito play along 
with it. 


He was able to lie for the whole trial without tipping anyone off that Kokichi was alive. She paused 
for a moment. If she was going to do this, she was going to need to take risks, her only ally would 
be Kaito, the only person she can count on right now. Her plan already set her off to risk it all... 


“Kai... I believe I know why you are in this killing game,” she muttered. Kaito paused for a bit, 
trying to process what she was saying. 


“T was kidnapped like all of you,” 
“Non non,” 
“What?” 


“You weren’t kidnapped, neither was I... but I believe you were under a threat to join the game...” 
Riko explained. It was just a theory, but if team danganronpa got Kaito to do another killing game, 
and they were aware of Kokichi’s state, then there is a strong possibility that was held under him to 
force him to join. 


“What do you mean we weren’t kidnapped, you think we joined this damn thing willingly,” Kaito 
exasperated, still holding the knife, being careful with it. 


“Non non... you didn’t do it willingly, at first,” 
“What do you mean?” 


“T think this is your second killing game, and right now they are withholding something or 
someone from that game to make you join this one,” Riko stood on her toes to get more height on 
Kaito. Their masks are mere centimeters from touching. 


“You gotta be shitting me...” 


“Non non,” she lightened her tone. There was a pause for a moment before Kaito signed, pushing 
her away. 


“Man I can’t even take you seriously with that whole ‘non non’ thing... why do you even do 
that?” 


“Why not,” Riko tilted her head, curious to why Kaito decided to swap the topic to her speech 
patterns. “Why do you bring it up?” 


“Because it’s weird, the whole fake tears, the playfulness to seriousness, the fact that you can lie 
your way out of everything, that your talent is the damn supreme leader, and yet... and yet I always 
acted like that’s normal!” Kaito put his hands to his head, dropping the knife to the ground. Riko 
quickly reached out for him before he backed away. 


“Why do you just make sense to me, like I’ve seen you before, but I know I haven’t-” Kaito started 
to ramble before Riko put her hand on his arm. He looked at her before calming himself down. 


“Maybe it’s your memories coming back...” Riko said, “no idea how that has to do with finding 
me normal...” 


“Man... after all that time taking that medication...” 
“Medication?” 


“Yeah, I found what was said to help with memory in the medical storage but it hasn’t really 
helped till now... but I didn’t take any yesterday...” he muttered. “Does that mean...” 


“Means you’re an idiot,” Riko deadpanned. 
“T’m not an idiot!” 

oe by. 

“T... I promise!” 


“Whatever you’ ve been taking definitely was not trying to help your memory,” Riko deadpanned. 
“You need to stop taking that,” she crossed her arms. 


“Y... yeah,” Kaito scratched the back of his head. “Damnit-” 


Riko picked up the knife and handed it to Kaito. “Anyway, there is no one else we can trust besides 
each other, if you get your memories back, and with my own-” 


“You have your memories?” Kaito grabbed the knife and leaned forward toward her. For the love 
of, stop interrupting me. Riko smiled and put her finger to her lips. 


“Shh, the mastermind could be listening,” Riko whispered. Sure there was a sure chance that the 
cameras already caught on to them. Unless they can get their hands on an electro-bomb, privacy is 
basically dead. She would be way more annoyed at this if it wasn’t for her knowing that she signed 
up for this willingly. The more important thing is finding out how Kaito got wrapped up in another 
game. “Please...” she whispered to him. 


It took a moment for Kaito to make a decision, but eventually, he held out his finger and made a 
cut into it. Riko held her finger and they pressed it together, she never did a proper blood bond with 
anyone in DICE, but having something specific like this both satisfied the watchers and secured a 
bond with Kaito. 


“Kai...” Riko whispered. 
“Yeah?” 


“T want you to scare me,” she said. Barely audible for him to hear. She pushed him away and 
straightened her posture as if nothing happened. “Good talk! Cya tomorrow!” she cheered before 
turning away. 


“W- what?!” Kaito called out. 


“Yup, that’s all I needed, goodnight!” she called out before starting to sprint as far away from him 
as she could. Kaito tried to give chance, however, a few corners cut, back and forth, and he was 
gone. 


Riko took a deep breath before shutting her eyes. She hadn’t made a plan yet, however, there was 
one thing that bugged her. 


The morgue... 


It was an odd room to be included. It didn’t have any of the bodies this game, the ones there were 
beyond rotting. When Riko first saw them, she didn’t pay them much mind, the only one who 
properly checked them was Hideyoshi and a now-dead classmate. 


“Nope, never saw them before!” Hotaka Yokotaru declared, covering the last body up. “No 
famous figures, no missing people on the news, just randoms,” 


“At least from what we can tell...” Riko said. “From the looks of it, those bodies are far from 
identifiable just a bunch of Jane and John Does,” 


“Five Janes, four Johns to be exact,” Hideyoshi Kimura finished. 
“So... what are they doing here?” Kukiko Fubuki muttered. 


“This place reeks, if it’s nothing then can we go?” Jiro Omori called out. The rest of the group 
muttered in agreement. 


“T dunno...” Riko jumped in the middle, eyeing Kai. “maybe these are the bodies of the ghosts 
haunting this resort,” 


“G- Ghosts?!” Kai muttered. 
“A-are you a-afraid of ghosts!” Kukiko ran to him. “A-aren’t you gonna protect us?” 


“Hell no! I- I’m not afraid of anything!” 


“T dunno... seems scared to me,” Riko smiled. “What if their ghosts are what is controlling 
Monokuma... like a haunting animatronic.... Wooooo... Hide should know that reference...” 


“Ghosts aren’t what I’m worried about,” Hideyoshi muttered, studying one of the bodies, “and 
don’t call me Hide,” 


“You saw it too?” Hotaka looked over. 


“Yeah... these bodies seem to have gone under ridiculous amounts of physical trauma, and none of 
it the same, like this one has burn marks everywhere, but the way the skin feels, it’s almost like 
they were boiled alive...” 


“You touched the bodies!” Yumi Mase cried. 


“T was investigating...” Hideyoshi deadpanned. “If we don’t try to figure out everything we are as 
good as dead here,” 


“Not like we have an ultimate detective, or forensic analyzer with us,” Jiro rolled his eyes. 
“Besides if there were, they likely wouldn’t make it this far, easy target for trials, ” 


“That sounds like you are planning a murder...” Kana Mikan said. Riko walked over to one of the 
bodies Hotaka checked. 


It was covered in different cuts and bruises. Her neck was clearly snapped, her head seemingly 
barely attached besides the skin... almost like a bag of bones held by fabric. Her face was nothing 
to behold, though her hair was shaved from the roots. When she felt the body’s hands there was an 
odd feeling to it. 


“This one’s a doll...” she muttered. 


“Really?” Hideyoshi and Hotaka ran over. Hotaka started to turn the body around, finding a small 
note underneath it. The trio all looked at each other before Hotaka read the note. 


“This is a recreation of the deceased, we have since realized we should not crush a dead body for 
dramatic show because... we won’t have a body,” he read. 


“Seems about right, the hanging seems to be the cause of death, but they likely crushed it 
afterward,” Riko agreed. 


“They hung, stoned, and crushed her after she died!” Yumi cried again. “That’s as cruel as Ko’s 
execution!” 


“Maybe that’s the point...” Kai said, staring at the body. “Strange...” 


“What is it?” Riko asked. 
“This body... I feel nothing from it, nevermind...” he turned and walked out of the room “I’m 
gonna get a breath of fresh air... or as fresh as it can be, this room stinks,” 


“Agreed,” Kukiko nodded and ran with him. Jiro and Kana also followed. 


“Let’s head out of here,” Hotaka said to the rest of the group, pushing them all out. Reluctantly, 
they all left. 


Riko opened the door to the familiar room, turning on the lights. Last time she was there she was 
with Kai, Hotaka, Hideyoshi, Kana, Kukiko, Jiro, and Yumi. Last time she was in there her group 


was unaware that one was next to be murdered, for his killer to go unknown because of a two- 
blackened rule. She was unaware that one was going to kill another and one more in the case after 
that, and in the case after that another would be killed. One is still unaware of his own identity 
and... 


That he was right that he should have felt something when he saw the last body. 


She walked across the morgue, looking at each the numbers labeled. J wonder how Kaito would 
react realizing that these were his friend’s bodies... maybe his subconscious already knew... 


She opened all the bodies, confirming each was either a human or a doll, it was disgusting, though 
it had to be done. 


When she opened the first body, one she believed to be Rantaro Amami, there was something off 
about it. She turned it around and felt his hand. Another doll... there was no note about why the 
body was a doll. 


Riko tried to recall which of the two checked this body, neither coming to mind. Another mystery, 
another hint... 


She went to the shelf with the female doll’s body, pulling it out to look at her. She turned her over 
and analyzed her face. She opened the eyelids seeing the color, despite mimicking a dead person, 
they were still a vibrant violet color. 


Riko reached and touched the eye, pulling out the colored contact once she felt it. The under eye 
was the faded gray like she expected. She walked back from the doll. These are too well made... 


“This definitely ain’t Kaede Akamatsu,” she muttered. The rest of the bodies seemed to be real, 
and they were all likely from the last game. She started to look through, seeing if there were any 
other dolls, specifically, a doll for Kokichi. 


“Five Janes, four Johns to be exact,” she recalled. They go up to the fourth trial, meaning Kaito’s 
doll, Kokichi’s likely doll, Tsumugi, and Kiibo are missing. We'll take out Kiibo, he’s a robot. 


She started to go to the other side, where the cases were empty, she knew that Hotaka and 
Hideyoshi investigated both of them, however with one still alive, there was a solid possibility that 
she missed out. After heading through each, the majority were just empty, there was one that 
caught her eye. 


All it had was a single Monokuma holding a button. She grabbed it, pressing it while hoping it 
wasn’t about to kill her. Instead, a side door unlocked, revealing a small room. 


“Bingo,” She threw the Monokuma back where she found it and headed in. 


The room was pink, decorated with hearts and glitter. The middle was a set of a couple of monitors 
with a few things listed. Riko walked over to it, noticing the lock screen. It asked for a pin. 


Riko paused, thinking of something that would help her. How could she figure out the pin, 
anything that might make sense. 


She typed 11037. 
She got in. 


Multi-billion dollar company we’re dealing with. 


The screen mostly had a couple of open tabs, she scanned through a couple which seemed to be 
articles. The mastermind must be watching what is happening for their game. 


“Danganronpa season 54, current living popularity rankings” she scanned the article. It was 
Kaito, Kyoko, Kana, Riko, Hideyoshi, Kazuki. She can’t deny that Kyoko and Kana being above 
her hurt her pride. 


“No news on Shuichi Saihara, Himiko Yumeno, and Maki Harukawa, what happened to our 
graduated students?” she skimmed the article. “ Usually we get numerous interviews and reports 
about their status, however besides a couple of parent interviews from actress Akari Tsukikagi 
stating she is very pleased with her son’s performance, she refuses to elaborate on her son’s status. 
This adds to the mystery of the survivors and some fans started to speculate on their whereabouts. 
The controversial ending and growing dislike for Shuichi Saihara’s character have some theories 
that the game is hiding them from public view, other theories state that they ran away. A statement 
from public relations head Atsushi Tahara reads. 


“Due to the nature of the season, we decided to withhold the characters of season fifty-three for 
their own mental health and safety, we would like to assure you they are in our possession, and in 
due time you will be able to see them,” Riko checked the next and final tab, it was an email chain. 
It was actually quite long, seeming to stem from the article before. 


To: onoakira@danganronpa.com 
From: peachienurse @ danganronpa.com 


Subject: killing game 


Everything is running smoothly right now. I’m having a couple of issues with Riko Yukiyume. I 
know that Karahara was really set on having her in, but was giving her not only her memories, but 
Kaito Momota’s memories necessary? 


Thank you, 


Riko frowned when she couldn’t see any name signed off. There was a likelihood that masterminds 
got a different email address in case anyone were to discover it. She looked to see through the rest 
of the chain. 


To: peachienurse @ danganronpa.com 
From: onoakira@danganronpa.com 


Subject: killing game 


I understand your concern. I don’t understand Koichi’s motivations either, he’s been like that ever 
since his own game, ya know? His approach to Riko Yukiyume has been nothing but odd, I think 


it’s because of his weird connection to Kokichi Ouma, and she has some connection to him. 
Though I haven’t been able to talk to him in all honesty. 


From what I’m aware of, the only memory Riko Yukiyume got from Kaito Momota was the 
memory from the hanger. Which isn’t too bad, we’ve got to see that in the meeting. 


-Akira Ono 


To: onoakira@ danganronpa.com 
From: peachienurse @ danganronpa.com 
Subject: killing game 


You haven’t seen him? Well it’s not like he was the most sociable. Man probably thinks he has 
better things to do than actually communicate with his staff running the game. Though aren’t you 
two bffs? You follow the man like a puppy. I don’t know much about his connection with Kokichi 
Ouma, but none of us know jack about him. No one has been able to make any sense of him since 
we got him in custody. 


Who even is with him anyway? Amami or Yamasaki? I would like to check in on the guy who is 
supposed to be the mastermind. At this point I might just march in and talk to her myself. 


Thank you 


To: peachienurse @ danganronpa.com 
From: onoakira@danganronpa.com 


Subject: killing game 


Firstly, can you be a tad respectful, I do not follow Koichi “like a puppy” I just work under him. 


Also you know just as much as I do that Yamasaki is as lazy as they come. From what I know, 
Amami is still in charge of him. Not like she can do anything, she doesn’t have clearance to use 
flashback lights on him though she has offered to try white room on him. Her plan was to just drive 
him insane enough, shove him in the game once they frame you as the traitor, have him ramble for 
a bit, then just kill him. Not like we got any plan for this, personally I say we stick to waiting till 
we find one of the survivors to put them as the mastermind. That might be Tamasaki’s goal, I don’t 
know, everyone is shit at communicating around here. 


-Akira Ono 


To: onoakira@danganronpa.com 
From: peachienurse @ danganronpa.com 


Subject: killing game 


We can’t wait that much longer, who gave Tahara the clearance to make any statements on the 
survivor's whereabouts? If things get worse I can just step in as the mastermind myself, we are 
already off script. 


Besides what can I do to stall time, we are on chapter 5! And with people like Riko running around 
will make the call for a final trial much faster then I want. We need a mastermind prepared after 
this trial and we need one now! 


Thank you, 


To: peachienurse @ danganronpa.com 
From: onoakira@danganronpa.com 


Subject: killing game 


Just get rid of Riko this chapter, you already showed her that memory, just wait it out and hope she 
kills. Extend the motive for longer. In case she seems to be trying anything either kill her yourself 
or just frame her for murder, worked last game. Don’t worry about reusing troupes, Shirogane did 
tons of those, and hey her season turned out fine. 


Also since Tahara is in charge of public relations, he can do whatever he wants, I guess Koichi can 
tell him no, but like I said, I don’t get what he’s doing right now. If you want, I can talk to Kokichi 
Ouma after this email, see what they want from him 


-Akira Ono 


To: onoakira@danganronpa.com 
From: peachienurse @ danganronpa.com 


Subject: killing game 


Alright, get back to me as soon as possible. I won’t be able to reply to you immediately because 
I’ve been gone for a while and I need to get back to my room. Also I don’t want to mimic Tsumugi 
at all. A bitch like her only out here just to benefit herself and putting a glorified fanfic as a season? 
We might be the same age but I’m looking for this season to be popular with more than 15 year old 
girls. 


Pll keep your advice about Riko in mind, with her around and desperate to save Kokichi, I should 
start planning something just in case. 


Thank you, 


There was one more email in the chain, it came a couple hours after the original chain, only 
receiving it a couple of minutes ago. Though most of the emails seem to date just around the time 
she was given the motive video with Kokichi in it. 


To: peachienurse @ danganronpa.com 
From: onoakira@danganronpa.com 


Subject: killing game 


So I just got to talk with Kokichi Ouma. Took me ages of bugging Amami, however I got to talk 
with Koichi and she finally let me in. they aren’t kidding when that boy is bonkers, how can 
someone be so confusing is beyond me. And with Koichi... you won’t like it... best to break the 
news once you respond. But with what they plan to do with him. They say the flashback light will 
be able to alter him enough pretty quickly though I have my doubts. Like how do we know the 
light altered him at all during his game? The kid lies so dang much. 


-Akira Ono 


Riko opened another tab putting in the second recipient’s name in the search bar. She didn’t expect 
much, mostly thinking she could get a bio or a facebook page. Instead she found hundreds of 
articles mostly from a couple years ago. 


“Danganronpa 50th cast revealed! Members include Yuriko Gima, ultimate Perfumer and Akira 
Ono, ultimate snowboarder!” 


“Danganronpa 50 report, Akira Ono topping all character popularity charts,” 


“Best love story? Rei Hino and Akira Ono is voted ‘danganronpa’s best couple in the last ten 


a9 


seasons 


“Danganronpa 50th mastermind revealed! Beloved snowboarder was the force behind the killing 
game?!” 


“News site flamed for spoiling mastermind in title” 


She skimmed a couple of the articles, concluding that Akira Ono was a big deal in the fiftieth 
season, though the milestone season already stuttered a big buzz. His popularity along with him 
being the mastermind was a part of what made those seasons really stand out. He was young, only 
in his mid-twenties now. He was an attractive and endearing player, one of the most important 
players in the game. 


She checked the official team danganronpa site, finding his name listed with his girlfriend Rei 
Hino on a section of “former participants” on their staff section. He was apparently the head of the 
marketing department along with some older man. She quickly highlighted a couple of names of 
department heads and searched them. 


Every single one was a former mastermind. 


Other employees in that section also seemed to be former players, all survivors. Tsumugi Shirogane 
was listed as head of merchandising. So this mastermind is likely gonna get a position of power. A 
lot of the younger heads did seem to work alongside a senior member, like Akira. She went back to 
the email chain. The last email wasn’t too long ago... and she had time on her hands. 


To: onoakira@danganronpa.com 
From: peachienurse @ danganronpa.com 
Subject: killing game 


What exactly did you talk about with Kokichi Ouma? You were kinda vague about the whole 
thing. Can you figure out how sane he is at the moment? It’s probably hard to tell, though any 
information will be good to write around. Would suck if I got to eliminate Riko if we do make him 
the mastermind. Would be a great reaction. Though if she does die for him then it would be even 
worse for Kaito Momota in the final trial. 


Also what is Karahara doing this time? Do I even want to know? 


Thank you, 


After she sent the email she went through and searched for the name Koichi Karahara. She 
expected another killing game mastermind, instead finding little information about the man at all. 
No articles about him or any killing game are mentioned. He was on the official site, though his 
exact job wasn’t listed, just in a mess of names of heads and other people in power. She checked 
back on the chain, already finding a reply. 


To: peachienurse @ danganronpa.com 
From: onoakira@danganronpa.com 
Subject: killing game 


I got clearance from Koichi to inform him of Riko Yukiyume actually. I thought it would really 
freak him out, and I think I did at least get him erratic. He laughed, lied, and a lot of weird stuff, 
just for a second, I think I threw him off his game but as soon as I did... man he got hard to read. 
Oh and did you know apparently he has heterochromia, who would have thought? Do you want 
him to have contacts just so we remain consistent? Or possibly cover the yellow one with a red eye 
for effect. I should actually run that by Tsumugi... She probably wants him to look as marketable 
as a pushie just like his last design. And Koichi is gonna give Riko Yukiyume clearance into some 
rooms before everyone else. 


You didn’t get this from me, though, believe it or not I’m on your side. Koichi as well. 


-Akira Ono 


She has to play this carefully, she has to let on that she knows more than she does as well as gather 
information and act like she doesn’t know anything about Kokichi. Mimicking the mastermind’s 
tone didn’t seem that difficult, the other emails making it easy for her. 


To: onoakira@danganronpa.com 
From: peachienurse @ danganronpa.com 


Subject: killing game 


Dear god... of course he would give her clearance, he always seems to give that girl special 
treatment above all else, making all our jobs easier. What does he want her to end the game, ruin 
my season? But about the Kokichi thing, I say put the contacts in, just more recognizable in my 
opinion. 


Kokichi acting erratic is kinda similar to how he did at the end of his killing game, was it the same 
type? Maybe there is some connection, though that’s hard to gauge, maybe his brother and that 
Komi girl were people he knew like Riko? 


Thank you, 


She finally signed off the email, signing to herself as the door shut behind her. She didn’t turn 
around, not wanting to be hurt too much. 


“Ts Kaito alright?” she asked. 


“Sent to his room...” the disfigured voice responded. “I made sure he took his nightly 
medication,” 


“T see... that makes things more annoying,” Riko signed. “I’m not going to turn around, I will find 
out who you are in the morning, now just knock me out to my room, I’m too tired to walk,” she 
shrugged, not resisting as the towel went over her mouth, and the room went black. 


Chapter End Notes 


I enjoyed writing the emails the most. I also liked skipping editing because as long as 
they are readable... | mean Akira I already confirmed to be barely an adult and the 
mastermind is the same age as Tsumugi, Do you think they have the best grammar? 
If I make these two long no one will read them because... same. Comments, kudos, 
and any interaction is appreciated!!! 


the discovery 


Chapter Notes 


masked killing game, chapter 5, "twisted memories, twisted lies," surviving students 6 
Riko Yukiyume ultimate supreme leader 

Kai Tomomoto ultimate ??? 

Kana Mikan ultimate stylist 

Kazuki Nakaya ultimate bassist 

Hideyoshi Kimura ultiamte N.E.E.T 

Kyoko Takao ultimate propagandist 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


It was the middle of the night. They were walking across some sort of bridge. She looked down, 
watching the water so still she could swear she could walk on it. She traced her hand over the 
marble railing, staring down at it. 


“RiRi! Don’t you dare ignore me,” Kokichi shouted behind her. She turned around sharply, facing 
him. 


“What do you need?” Riko asked. 
“Nishishishi, ’m gonna command you to murder someone for me,” 
“Who do you need dead?” Riko deadpanned. 


“That’s not how you're supposed to react! You're no fun!” He crossed his arms. “Well for your 
information I was lying, it was a test and you failed!” 


“T see...” Riko said. She continued to walk along the bridge. 


“Well if I did have you kill someone it would be that meanie Kaito, can’t do even simple jobs, 
would make a terrible DICE member,” 


“You mean killing you?” Riko asked, Kokichi widened his eyes for a moment before looking up at 
her and smiling. 


“Yup!” Kokichi sang. “All he had to do was press a button then splat! There goes little Kokichi 
Ouma!” he skipped a little, kicking a small puddle at the bottom of the bridge. Riko ran over, 
holding her skirt, though letting the train of the dress soak in the water. She grabbed his arm with 
her gloved hand. 


“But that could never happen,” Kokichi smiled. 
“Why is that?” 
“Because Kokichi Ouma does not exist,” 


Riko woke up in her bed. The first thing she noticed was her closet no longer had her silver blazer 
and now with copies of her white jacket. She quickly changed into it and walked out before the 


morning announcement. She wandered a bit before running into Kazuki of all people. He was lost 
in thought, mostly walking in circles. 


“What are you doing up?” 


“Just thinking,” he muttered. “I thought maybe taking an early morning walk could clear my mind, 
that’s what Kai says to do,” 


“T see... you can always walk with Kai and I if you would like,” she offered. 
“Maybe, though Kai is very... passionate, ya’ know?” 

“He mainly just stargazes and talk about whatever,” 

“Oh god do I have to tell him my life story?” 


“Non non, but he will ask your favorite planet,” Riko laughed. Kazuki relaxed a little. The two 
talked for a bit before Riko could finally send him away so she could get into Kaito’s room. 


She pulled out her lockpick and found herself inside. This is an invasion of privacy... but for the 
sake of all of our survival... hopefully, he can deal with it. 


He wasn’t wearing his mask, and his sleep position was surprising, impossible for anyone to be 
comfortable. It doesn’t matter, she knows what Kaito Momota looks like. He doesn’t seem in any 
way injured or tired, far unlike Kokichi. 


Riko walked over to his bedside, grabbing a small orange bottle. She read the label. ‘Monokuma 
memory pills’ idiot, she opened it up and walked to the bathroom, dumping it all down the toilet. 
She knew that Monokuma would likely restock them but if she could at least get the idea in Kaito’s 
thick head then maybe he will refer to himself how she does in her head. 


When he finally started to open his eyes, the first thing he saw was Riko facing him, leaning back 
on the wall with her hands back. 


Understandably, he screamed in terror. Riko did not react to his freakout. 


“What the fuck Riko!” he screamed trying to get his breath under control, not even realizing that 
she is the face person officially to see his face in this game. She knew that they didn't care that she 
could see his face. 


The more important thing is that the cameras cannot show anything to the public, it didn’t have any 
immediate benefits, since team danganronpa would still see everything, it was something to keep in 
mind. 


“Calm down,” 
“You're watching me sleep?!” 
“You know I can pick locks,” 


“T... I guess but, wait, those bastards knocked me out!” Kaito yelled, directing his anger to team 
danganronpa. “What were you up to?” 


“Things I cannot reveal with the cameras around, I made that promise,” Riko deadpanned. “But to 
summarize I got what I wanted,” 


“That’s my sidekick!” Kaito cheered, he sat up, realizing that he wasn’t even wearing a shirt. Riko 
grabbed one she knew he would want and threw it for him, having him nod and put it on. 


“If you're wondering about your mask, I’ve been officially allowed to see you alone without it, you 
cannot see me however,” Riko explained. 


“You get to see my face before I do... lucky, is that because of whatever happened while I was 
out?” 


“Kinda, it’s hard to say all my benefits, due to your memory being all out of order I can’t really talk 
about it without you calling me insane,” Riko explained. She made it sound more like a deal she 
made rather than team danganronpa giving up on putting her on a leash. 


“T see... how did you get your memory back?” Kaito asked. Riko paused, looking away. 


“T got my motive video, it triggered something like a flashback light, though for my case I know 
my memories are correct,” 


“Compared to the flashback lights?” 
“Yes, it’s the case of my brother...” 
“You have a brother?” Kaito asked. His eyes widened for a moment. “Does that mean,” 


“He’s being used against me as my motive,” Riko deadpanned. “I’m not sure how much time I 
have to act till,” Riko paused and Kaito got up from his bed and put his hand on her shoulder. She 
flinched for a bit, looking up at him. 


“Don’t worry, we'll get him back,” 
“You don’t even...” 


“T don’t need to know, anyone close to my sidekick will be a friend of mine!” Kaito flashed a 
thumbs up. Riko smiled slightly before pushing herself away from Kaito. 


“Yeah... right now my biggest ho- wish is that my group outside the game is getting some way to 
connect to us, right now I have an idea of what I can do next but...” Riko paused. “I’m just... ’'m 
not sure I want to take the risk,” 


“Life is always at risk, ain’t it?” 


“Not when the risks involve my brother’s death, as well that I won’t be any help to him if ’'m 
dead,” Riko crossed her arms. 


“Well we still made progress, I mean, you opened up and seemed to be figuring things out,” Kaito 
recounted. Riko nodded, thinking if there is any other possible plan she could make at the moment. 
The one thing they really need is electro bombs. Even if they had an inventor type in their game, 
there is no one alive who could make them. Bet after Miu they aren’t gonna add inventors anytime 
soon. 


Her only real hope is that Kaito’s lab could work like his room, and if she were to wait it out, the 
inventor room would show up. Perhaps it would mimic victims instead of culprits? Though it might 
also be about culprits since Kaito was a culprit... 


“T’m going to head out, you get ready and I'll meet you at breakfast,” Riko said. 


“Oh... already?” 


“Yeah... I have an idea, can you trust me?” Riko stuck her tongue out and tried to get out of the 
room. Realizing it was locked she looked over to Kaito. It took him an uncomfortable amount of 
time to realize and put on his mask. He flashed a thumbs up to her and she was thankful he couldn’t 
see her roll her eyes. 


Thankfully it was far before the morning announcement, meaning everyone was asleep or planning 
a murder, possibly hiding a body. It wasn’t likely, due to her and the mastermind running about 
that night, however, killers are clever when they need to be. 


She walked along the same path that she had last night, heading straight to the morgue. 


She searched the room for a while till she found a vent larger than the rest. Perfect. She smiled, 
opening the vent and looking inside. It was going to be really uncomfortable, the bigger issue was 
probably fans and hoping that it will be able to support her. 


Wait a second... 
This is a show, which means most of the things here are going to work off movie logic. 


After checking the room, Riko removed her mask and left it on the ground. She pulled out a 
flashlight she collected as a light source and headed into the vent. She wasn’t too interested in 
heading straight, her eye-catching the vent’s direction moving up. She quickly repositioned herself 
to get herself standing up. 


After getting to a semi-standing position Riko quickly pulled her hair up to her front, taking the 
elastics from her braids and putting it into a ponytail similar to how she wears on DICE missions. 
She started to push on the back of the event and pulled her legs up, able to get her feet off the 
ground. 


You know... this is a terrible idea, but you can’t get more movie logic than this... 


She began to slowly move up, trying to keep a decent pace though. Step by step, keeping as much 
pressure on her back and on her feet so she stays in the air. Just like that one movie... the one with 
the llama... haha... llamas are nice. 


At some point, she looked down and realized that she was high . She immediately looked back up 
and hoped to not do that again. Who am I kidding... I need to prepare to be reckless... for DICE... 
for Kokichi... for ending this stupid game and stupid company. 


Her foot slipped one time. The rest of her body was still glued to the small space of the vents, yet 
the feeling of her losing control nearly sent her to a heart attack. Her flashlight was in between her 
mouth. Meaning if she took too heavy breaths she might lose her light source. 


When she looked up she found another branch to the vent, at the wall where her back was located. 
This was going to be a pain. 


When she finally reached right above the vent branch she made sure she was right in front of the 
opening but still keeping still. Once she was ready she made a quick glance down below her, 
realizing that drop would kill her, shut her eyes, and pushed her legs to get most of her body to the 
branch. She spit out the flashlight and let herself breathe. 


“T hate this...” she muttered, grabbing the flashlight with her hand and started to crawl up to get the 
rest of her body into the vents. This time wasn’t as she found an opening to a room she didn’t 


recognize. Quickly getting the vent to open she pushed it down and climbed over it so she would 
fall in the room feet first. 


Whenever they made superhero landings in the movies they usually looked so cool. Yet when Riko 
jumped down and landed on her feet, she had to bite her tongue because she didn’t realize how 
painful that actually was. 


She hissed in pain before looking around the rest of the room. The room was all over the place in 
theme. A canvas holder, fighting dummies, a tennis net, a globe marked with different places to 
travel, a whiteboard detailing a possible heist and... 


Bingo 


An inventor’s table. She ran over to it, inspecting all of the contents. They held detailed plans, 
some she recognized to be Kokichi’s handwriting. On top of the table were three pink balls. Riko 
smiled before grabbing one of them. She started to walk around the room, throwing the ball up and 
catching it. 


“Look at this! Setting things up for me, you’re making me blush,” she rambled to herself. “What if 
I set one of them off! Then no one can track me and what I’m doing!” she sang. 


“Wait wait wait!” a sound from her monopad called back. Riko jumped and threw her monopad 
across the room. 


“Who are you?” she called out, holding on to the electro bomb. 
“T... I was sent by...” 
“Who are you!” 


“Fluffman! He said you would recognize that!” the voice shouted back. Riko lowered her guard, 
walking over to her monopad. Instead of the normal interface, there was a small drawing that she 
recognized as Nao’s artwork. 


“Kiibo?” Riko whispered. 


“Y... yes! And don’t worry, I set the cameras on loop, they think you are still looking around in 
the morgue... and the electro bombs are better to use for later,” Kiibo’s sprite smiled. Riko picked 
up the monopad, sitting on the table. 


“How long have you been in my monopad?” 


“Not long, I just got sent in by fluffman and after I got the camera loop settled I saw you with the 
electro bomb,” Kiibo explained. “I’m not exactly sure about anything going on,” 


“T see...” Riko poked her cheek. She started to explain everything she knew. Kiibo’s sprite seemed 
to start to cry knowing that at least two of his friends were alive. He filled her in a bit more in what 
happened while she was gone, with detective Saihara and all the progress they’ ve made on the 
outside. Riko couldn’t help but smile knowing the rest of the group are still working to save her. 


They would be so much more motivated if she could tell them Kokichi’s alive. However, Kiibo 
informed her that the time it would take to go back and forth is way too much and he was sent with 
the full plans to stay with her till she can get out with everyone else. 


“I’m not exactly sure we’ll be able to get everyone out on one go,” Riko muttered. 


“You plan to go back in?” 


“Well thinking off the top of my head, the first priority is getting myself and Kokichi out, Kokichi 
especially because of the state they are keeping him in, then once we collect ourselves and get 
Kokichi to make a better plan, we can do another go in,” Riko explained. 


“Leave Kaito, and possibly Rantaro and Kaede?” 


“The only one in immediate risk is Kaito, if the other two are still around they would be in the 
recovery center, I would also like to save Hideyoshi... Kazuki, Kyoko, and Kana, well, at least 
three of them, not the mastermind, though if my theory is correct... I would only be able to save 
two,” 


“Your theory?” 
“Tl tell you about it later,” 
“T see... I should try to find who could be the mastermind among the group,” 


“That would be great, you can eliminate myself and Kaito, the game might be setting someone else 
as an outside mastermind,” Riko said. 


“In my databases of all the masterminds, Kana seems to fit the bill the most,” 
“Kana?” 


“Long hair, fashion-focused, beautiful, danganronpa follows a lot of similar tropes, except for the 
thirty-eighth season, for some reason the mastermind was this biker dude and no one liked him,” 


"There was also season fifty," 

"Oh yeah... sorry about that," 

"And season twenty-four," 

"Alright there were quite a few acceptions, but just saying that Kana fits the bill the most," 


“Alright, but we shouldn’t cut out the rest as possible mastermind candidates, and before you ask, 
I’m not attached to any of them to have a bias affect me,” 


“Really? But you spent the whole game with them,” 
“T like to consider that version of me dead,” 
“Oh,” 


“Nevermind that,” Riko waved her arm to dismiss the topic. “From the looks of this, this is Kaito’s 
lab, all referencing his killing game, likely going to tip off his true identity,” 


“Detective Saihara’s theory was they are not going to reveal Kai as Kaito,” 
“Really?” 


“Yeah, the team shot down the theory they were the same online, though it’s quite clear that they 
are the same person... well since you confirmed it as well. Detective Saihara believes the season 
will end with Kaito’s death,” 


“Would they go that far?” 


“Tt’s likely to test things out, keeping people alive, though from my databases they’ ve been keeping 
select participants alive to work for them since the show started, this is the first time they put a 
supposedly dead participant in another game,” that could explain Kaede... perhaps the Kaede 
everyone saw die wasn’t the real Kaede... 


Like Mukruo and Junko... 


“Oh... that put a wrench in plans,” Riko muttered. However, that means we got till the final trial to 
save Kaito. “We can still work with this,” 


Riko held up one of the electro bombs. “With these bad boys, along with you, we will have a much 
higher chance of going forward with my plan,” 


“You already have a plan?” 


“Yeah... well, kinda, I’m much better at thinking on my feet, so it’s more of an idea and I'll wing 
it from there,” 


“Ah, just as Pluto described you!” 


“He described me how?” Riko lowered her voice. Maybe if he punches her when she gets back, she 
will have the right to punch him back. 


“Um... well... he had a lot of great things to say about you as well!” 
“Hey hey, I won’t murder the messenger,” 


“Oh thank goodness, he said that you were crazy and a suicidal manic,” Kiibo said. I’m going to 
punch him. 


“Well... hi... ’m Riko Yukiyume and I’m not a suicidal manic,” Riko pouted. 
“And I am K1-BO but you can address me as Kiibo!” 

“Ts that response your default?” Riko put her hands on her hips. 

“Pluto said a similar thing,” Kiibo responded. 


“T can see why, I mean, you are a robot, it’s not like they would waste time on making different 
introductions,” Riko rambled, “also if you were made for a killing game, then they might have all 
the intros made for you,” 


“You know how robophobic that sounds?” 

“Your not a robot anymore, so would that be robophobic or Alphobic...” 
“Tt doesn’t matter!” 

“Alright alright, anyways, can I ask you something?” 

“Yeah what is it?” 


“You’ve known Kokichi for basically the whole game... did you notice anything odd about him?” 


“It’s Kokichi ...” 


“Ok so odd for Kokichi, like did he ever seem so completely out of character that it shocked you to 
nothing,” 


“Well, there was this one time after Gonta’s trial,” 


“Ok even more out of character than that!” Riko cried. “Like was there a time where he broke 
down crying, or actually better yet, did you ever mention someone named Komi?” 


“Komi? Not that I know of, don’t you know him better than I do?” Kiibo frowned. 


“T would like to say I do, but you know Kokichi, no one knows him,” Riko shrugged. “Doesn’t 
mean I don’t care about him any less,” 


“T see that, though I can’t argue I know him very well after hearing the rest of DICE’s recounts of 
him... I guess we all were not ourselves during the killing game,” 


“Well you were, that’s who you were programmed to be,” Riko crossed her arms, looking around 
the room. “If the detective’s theory is correct, then why set all of this up to? Are they that 
confident in the memory pills?” Riko thought for a moment. Perhaps it isn’t to set off Kaito... but 
rather the audience... but if they shot down that theory already, then what is their play? 


“Hey Kiibo,” Riko walked around the room and found an artist’s bag, putting some of the electro 
bombs as well as a couple of other items inside. “Do you know the layout of team danganronpa’s 
headquarters?” 


“Yeah... you need it?” 


“If you could,” Riko said. Kiibo quickly pulled up a map on her monopad. She traced the different 
areas with her finger, trying to piece together the few puzzle pieces she had. 


“Kiibo, disappear for a bit, and turn off the camera loop,” 

“Why?” 

“Trust me,” 

“Ok...” he disappeared from the monopad. Riko looked around the room and sat up straight. 
“Monokuma? I need to talk to you,” 

“You called?” The bear spun around from behind. 


“Who did you plan to make the mastermind of this killing game?” she crossed her arms. “Just off 
the record, you and I,” 


“Now now RiRi, ”’” Monokuma started. Riko scowled. 


“You might believe that you have complete control of everyone around here but you don’t get to 
ask anything,” 


“Ts the mastermind Kana?” 


“No,” 


“Kaito?” 

“Nope!” 

“Kokichi?” 

“N- wait why Kokichi?” 

“Wanted to throw a curveball at you,” Riko shrugged. “So why did you hesitate?” 


“Because I didn’t expect that!” Monokuma rambled. “You're just trying to prove something that’s 
false, the mastermind is someone in the game, it’s always been that way,” 


“Junko Enoshima,” Riko grinned. 


Monokuma disappeared. Riko leaned back on the table and sighed. She called out for Kiibo to loop 
the cameras as he appeared on the monopad. 


“What was that about?” 

“T had a theory, and I proved it,” 

“T didn’t understand a single part of that,” 
“You shouldn’t, anyways I think I got a plan,” 


“Might I ask what that plan is...?” Kiibo muttered. Riko clasped her hands together and smiled, 
explaining the plan. She grabbed her bag and gave Kiibo a codeword for when he needs to step in 
as well as his part. She asked him in researching where Kokichi’s stationed. 


My biggest issue is the people at team danganronpa who are against letting me defeat them. They 
have Kokichi hostage so getting him out of their hands is priority one. I’m likely going to have to 
leave Kaito behind and return for him. I owe him that much... 


Riko opened the door of Kaito’s lab and locked it behind her. She started to inspect the halls, it 
seemed she was in a locked area. She looked at each room, a couple of classrooms, a boiler room, a 
medical center, and her own lab. 


Splattered on the floor were droplets of blood. Odd... Riko kneeled down to inspect them, taking 
her time to inspect them before shutting her eyes and jumping out of the way. 


She turned back to notice Hideyoshi holding a bat. He looked surprised to see her face before she 
jumped at him. 


The two nearly fell to the ground again before he grabbed her head and tried to slam it into a wall. 
She shoved her hand in her bag and grabbed the first thing that seemed sharp, a paintbrush. She 
looked back before she swung her arm back and stabbed through the mask and into Hideyoshi’s 
eye. 


He let go of her and pushed back. The mask slowly began to break apart exposing half of his face. 
His eyes were welling with tears as blood and what she can only assume is liquid from the eye 
leaked out. He looked up at her, covering his eye and staring at her in shock. She straightened her 
posture and put her hands up to calm him and call for peace. 


““W- why are you here!” Hideyoshi screamed. 


“T can ask the same for you,” Riko deadpanned. 


“Because the room opened up dumbass!” he cried and began to rush her again. He pushed her to 
the ground, getting his arms over her neck. She barely was able to keep them from strangling her. 


“Why are you trying to kill me?” she asked, keeping her voice as even as possible. His eye was 
looking worse and worse. 


“Because you have to be the mastermind!” Hideyoshi screamed as Riko used her legs underneath 
him and kicked him off. She reached for her bag and pulled out the knife. She didn’t know why 
one was stored in Kaito’s lab, though she assumed it was just so someone could try to murder. She 
didn’t want to kill him. Hideyoshi grabbed the bat and held it out. Noticing the knife, he stepped 
back. 


“Well I’m not so stop wasting your time,” she held the knife in front of her. 
“Then why do you have a knife,” 

“For situations like this!” 

“You're the ultimate supreme leader!” 

“How does that have to do with masterminding?” 

“Why were you in Kai’s lab,” 

“T can lockpick,” 

“Then why were you up so early!” 

“Couldn’t sleep!” 

“But... it has to be!” 


“If anything I would be too obvious,” Riko said. Hideyoshi held the bat out, his hands shaky before 
he dropped his posture. 


“Well it’s gonna have to be you or Kazuki!” 
“Me... or Kazuki?” Riko stepped back. 


“Don’t play dumb with me!” Hideyoshi held out the bat again. He just said it can be me or another 
suspect yet he’s so sure it’s me... idiot. 


“T’m not playing dumb, just explain and maybe we can get your eye fixed,” 
“You stabbed it!” 


“Hotaka had a stabbed eye, you liked him or something,” Riko crossed her arms. She knew 
bringing up his dead friend and probable crush would piss him off, and that’s what she wanted. 
Hotaka was a rough subject for a lot of them. Hideyoshi wanted him to notice him yet Hotaka 
clung to Kana instead. It didn’t help the group that they never found his killer. That’s the issue 
with second murders, killers can get away. 


“Shut up!” he rushed to her, not even taking account of the knife. Riko tried to move away or fight 
back but he was too fast. The two both fell through what apparently was a false door to Riko’s lab. 


When he was about to strangle her again she noticed him looking up. Riko turned her face over to 
notice what he seemed terrified of. 


“A body has been discovered! Please make your way to the ultimate... well who cares it’s Riko’s 
lab folks!” the intercom rang. Riko quickly pushed off Hideyoshi and got to her feet, her hands 
over her mouth. 


Kazuki Nakaya lay on the ground, stabbed in the chest, his face of terror. 


“Oh shit... oh shit oh shit oh shit oh shit....”, Hideyoshi muttered, rushing to his friend. Riko stayed 
silent, hoping he wouldn't accuse her and attack again. She backed to a wall, realizing exactly what 
happened. 


“Oh...” she muttered to herself. Hideyoshi turned to her ready to strangle her. 
“You killed him!” he screamed. 


Before she could respond, a copy of Riko’s mask dropped from the ceiling. She sighed and picked 
it up, adjusting it as Kaito, Kana, and Kyoko ran in. 


For Kaito looking through the doorframe, he probably just saw Hideyoshi over a body, meaning to 
him, she had an equal chance of dying as Kazuki. “Where’s Riko!” he cried before he made it 
inside the room. 


“She’s right here,” Hideyoshi scowled. Kaito turned to see her, quickly hugging her and looking 
back at Kazuki, muttering a curse word. It was going to suck no matter which of the two were 
dead. Kaito was close with Kazuki, she was fond of Kazuki, more than Kyoko and Hideyoshi at 
least. She bawled her fists together. Kazuki... I’m sorry. 


“Hideyoshi what happened to your eye!?” Kana cried, once the other two looked at it, they all 
promptly freaked out. Hideyoshi was unlucky to have been with Riko, mostly she can keep her 
calm and keep the situation under control. 


“That bitch stabbed me!” he finally pointed to Riko. 
“You tried to kill me,” she sneered. 


“T was trying to restrain you!” he screamed out, Kaito quickly ran to Riko’s side. Kyoko ran to 
Hideyoshi while Kana just stared in shock. I don’t hate many things, but people lying to cover up 
their bad actions is really high up there. 


“You believed I was the mastermind,” she deadpanned, turning away from him. 


“Tt doesn’t matter anyway, let’s investigate Kazuki’s murder,” 
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Riko leaned on the back of the elevator, reading all the truth bullets on her monopad. 
Hideyoshi’s testimony 

Riko’s testimony 

Riko’s lab 

Stab wound 

Layout of new floor 

New floor opening-up 

Time of death 

Monokuma file 

Kazuki’s body 

Hideyoshi’s attack 

Riko’s whereabouts. 

This trial is going to be annoying, quick, but annoying. 


For each trial in this killing game, there was a day between the discovery of the body and the trial 
itself. If Riko had a theory as to why it might have to do with editing the last episode to live stream 
the trial. The final trials were always live, though some complaints that they were missing 
information happened after of which. This season might have been a test round. 


She could imagine the pain of the editors hoping anything they cut out won’t secretly become 
relevant, though they can always put it back in on the DVD or streamed versions. 


All of this meant they all had to deal with the forced normalcy of the morning. The first couple of 
times they spent the whole day investigating, searching the school, trying to uncover every 

possible hint till the very end. It didn’t make trials any shorter, or the culprit any clearer, mostly 
due to Monokuma not allowing anyone to discuss the case with themselves. Those days usually just 


had people running about, being shut up by Monokuma, and a lot of stress. 


Nowadays they investigate till there is nothing else left and go among their days. Sometimes they 
would play games, other times they napped. There is usually a weird lingering feeling that one of 
them is the culprit, that this is the last time they would see at least one person. That this is the last 
time one of their group will be alive. It was a weird feeling, though eventually Riko got used to it. 
This time the group got to explore the new wing. The labs were still locked. Monokuma told them 
since someone is dead he won’t unlock the other labs till the end of the trial. 


Ignoring the dead body stuck in there, Riko would have liked her lab. It was full of false doors and 
it had remnants of her room back with DICE. They had a lot of things she remembered Kokichi 
collecting during his killing game. There was a tripwire that when Kaito walked across, and 
dropped a Rantaro effigy from the ceiling, everyone promptly freaked out. 


Riko took a lot in her to not laugh. She walked to it, while damaged, the craftsmanship was truly 
amazing, one of the last great masterpieces of Angie Yonaga. I wouldn’t be shocked if this thing 
knows more secrets about Kokichi than I do. 


She spent a while in the nurse’s office fixing Hideyoshi’s eye. She had no clue why, she could give 
Kaito a bit of slack since he won’t remember his training though Kana knew how to sew, yet it was 
Riko’s responsibility to death with Hideyoshi. He was complaining all about her and what she did. 
Riko didn’t even bother to retort, just listened and hummed along. Once Riko was done he stormed 
off to go investigate Kazuki’s death. Riko didn’t chase him. 


The rest of the time she just spent in her room. She looked around it, like all the trials accepted that 
this might be her last time in this room. Maybe a version of her would have been attached. 


She thought back to when she debated watching her video. There was a chance she could just be 
blissfully ignorant and not fall into this mess. 


She got one chance to branch off and talk to Kiibo one more time, updating him on the situation. 
He was very upset over the death of a person he never met. It was more that someone died 
moments after he reached her, thinking he could have stopped it over any personal attachment 
though Riko still bullied him for it. What he did have access to was the cameras and those cameras 
made it clear as day who did it. 


Riko snapped out of her daze when there was a louder rumble than usual down the trip. She bit her 
nail looking forward. Kaito walked over to her, his hands on his hips. 


“Don’t worry, we’ll get out of this,” 


“Aren’t you the emotional one here?...” Riko laughed to herself. She thought back to Kokichi. Jf 
this doesn’t work, if I die here... then Kokichi... 


“You still worried about your brother?” 
*Hubye.. 


“Don’t worry about it, we’ ll get out of this just fine! How about... since this damn thing takes so 
long, you talk about him a bit? I want to know who you're fighting for,” 


“What do you want to know?” 


“Anything! He’s a part of the group you lead, right?” 


“Y... yeah...” Riko muttered. “When we all used codenames, his was tsar,” 
“Tsar? Like a Russian king?” 


“Yeah, at first we thought to make it Cromia, for heterochromia, but when he started to wear 
contacts so we kinda dumped that idea,” Riko explained. “He was always insecure about it, no clue 
why, in fact... he was insecure about a lot of things, never got why...” 


“Well it seems my sidekick needs help on getting him to open up,” Kaito crossed his arms. 


“Getting Tsar to open up is like getting pigs to fly, it’s impossible,” Riko muttered, she realized her 
mistake too late and she glared at Kaito’s stupid smile. “Don’t say it,” 


“The impossible is possible, you just gotta make it so!” Kaito pumped his fists. 


“Well if your impossible is trying to remodel this screwed up world,” Riko said. “A world that put 
us in this killing game, using our loved ones as motives, twisted us into shells off our former selves 
just for their sick entertainment when all a lot of us want is a peaceful life away from this despair 
bull-” she balled her fists. Kaito simply put his hand on her shoulder. 


“Then you just gotta change tactics, right? There is always a hidden way through,” 
“Like forging papers to get into space academy?” Riko muttered. Kaito tilted his head. 
“What does that mean?” 


“Nothing” Riko clasped her hands together as the elevator hit the bottom. She turned back to him. 
“You ready for the trial?” 


“As ready as I’ll ever be...” 


oh KK OK 


Monokuma explains the rules of the class trial, mostly everyone was bored of it at this point. Most 
of the early conversion was just establishing basic information instead of anything important. Riko 
toned most of it out, rather correcting Kaito every now and then. He took charge of the trial, 
despite being an idiot most of the time. At some point, Riko decided to actually get the trial 
started. 


“Monokuma can I ask you a question?” 

“T dunno, caaaaaaaaaaaaan you?” 

“Question,” Riko deadpanned. 

“Finnnnnne, you’re no fun, what is it!” 

“Did the body discovery announcement include the killer this time?” 


“Hmmmm, since there are only five of you left... Pll include the killer this time!” Monokuma 
sang. Riko nodded. 


“Did you really just decide that now?” Kyoko asked. 


“Of course not! I always included the killer in this announcement! Don’t use me as evidence 
against you,” 


“Why did you ask that?” Kana muttered. 


“Well if that was the case then we would have been able to disprove three people from the 
beginning, so it was a decent idea,” Hideyoshi explained. 


“That’s my sidekick!” Kaito exclaimed. 

“T didn’t do anything...” Riko muttered. 

“Well we should recount the body discovery, Hideyoshi and Riko found it right?” Kyoko asked. 
“Yes,” Hideyoshi crossed his arms. 


“That is correct,” Riko started to explain. “I was investigating the area before stumbling into 
Hideyoshi and we found the body,” 


“T was looking for Kazuki and that bitch attacked me once I saw traces of a body!” Hideyoshi 
shouted. Riko turned to him. Liar. 


“Riko attacked you?” Kana muttered. “You mean your eye?” 

“Of course!” Hideyoshi shouted, getting the debate actually started. 

“T couldn’t find Kazuki in his room... so I started to search the school,” Hideyoshi started. 
“Why were you looking for Kazuki?” Kana asked. 


“Because he was my friend... and he always answers his door... so I got suspicious... and that’s 
when Riko attacked me in the hallway!” 


“And in that attack...” Kyoko started. “She stabbed you with something!” 

“What did she stab you with?” Kana asked. 

“She took a knife ... and stabbed my eye!” 

“No that’s wrong!” Kaito shouted at him. 

“What was wrong with my statement?” Hideyoshi muttered. 

“Because you were stabbed with the paintbrush Riko got from my lab,” Kaito explained. 
“The paintbrush? Why would she use that?” Kana asked. 


“Well it’s the only reason why we found a bloody paintbrush in the hall, if the attack happened in 
the hall as Hideyoshi said, then that’s the most likely weapon she used,” Kaito took charge. 


“Why would she use a paintbrush to attack Hideyoshi?” Kyoko wondered aloud. 


“How about instead of accusing her we just ask her ourselves?” Kaito sneered. Everyone turned to 
Riko, who was more or less uninterested in the trial. She was waiting for someone to be accused 
and for her to analyze their statements. 


“Riko...” Kyoko muttered. Hideyoshi fidged for a moment, staring at her. 


“T was in Kai’s lab,” Riko began. “Investigating the area, in that area was a bunch of spare items, I 
took a couple that interested me, when I left the lab... I saw some blood spots and kneeled down to 


investigate... and that is when Hideyoshi attacked me with a bat,” 
“That’s... that’s wrong!” Hideyoshi shouted, stuttering. 


“After he attacked me with the bat ... I went into my bag and grabbed the first thing I saw which 
was the paintbrush and stabbed him... to get away,” 


“T agree with that,” Kaito threw a thumbs up at her. “That would also explain the bat in the hall,” 
“Yes...” Riko nodded. 

“Why did Hideyoshi lie...?”” Kyoko muttered. 

“Well... why were you in Kai’s lab!” Hideyoshi pointed. 

“T was investigating,” Riko deadpanned. 

“But his lab is locked... Monokuma said so...” Kyoko said. 

“Riko can lockpick!” Kana responded. 


“But I was the first in that hall !” Hideyoshi shouted. Kaito perked up from his statement. “And 
Riko wasn’t there so that meant she’s lying!” 


“No that’s wrong!” Kaito shouted. “If you were first in the hall then Riko had to come in after you 
and have no reason to attack you,” he said. That argument isn’t that strong. 


“So that means Hideyoshi was lying,” Kana said. 


“T... 1... wa...” Hideyoshi stuttered. Riko thought to defend him, thought maybe she could say that 
she didn’t come through the normal entrance, that she went through the vents. However, that is 
Hideyoshi’s problem. He chose to lie, he gets to deal with the consequences. 


“Why are you trying to frame Riko...” Kaito scowled. 


“T... fine!” Hideyoshi shouted. “I attacked her because I thought she was the mastermind!” he 
cried. 


“That lines up with what you said...” Riko muttered. “Is it because you didn’t see me enter an area 
you were the first to enter?” 


“Y... yes...” Hideyoshi looked down in shame. 
“Alright... and with my claim about the paintbrush, I want Monokuma to confirm my statement,” 
“T cannot confirm nor deny anything,” Monokuma pouted. 


“You locked the lab, which means no one would be able to confirm,” Riko frowned. There was 
silence, everyone interested in what he would say. 


“In my lab?” Kaito pondered. “Could that be my...” 


“That is off topic!” Kana whined. 


“Let’s get on topic...” Hideyoshi crossed his arms again. “Does anyone have an alibi?” 
“No...” Kana muttered. 
“Not that I know of,” Kyoko said. 


“Nah, I did meet with Riko a bit before I went to breakfast,’ Kaito said. The monokuma file 
already stated that the murder happened early in the morning, before I even woke up,” Kaito 
muttered. He wanted to say before I met with you in my dorm. That’s the thing with class trials. 
Everyone has something to hide for some reason or another. However, the issue with hiding 
something means people are withholding information about the case. If Riko revealed how she got 
in and everything she knows, people will accuse her of working with the masterminds and accuse 
her of the murder. If Kaito reveals that they met up in Riko’s dorm just minutes after Kazuki might 
have died, they could possibly accuse both of them. The rest likely have similar secrets. The 
mastermind has it worse, they know how everything in the case went but can’t say anything. 


“So we are all suspects,” Riko concluded. 

“But Riko and Hideyoshi are most suspicious...” Kana said. 
“W ait!’ Hideyoshi cried. 

“Riko ain’t the killer!” Kaito defended. 


“But they are the two who were for some reason in that hall before the rest of us even knew about 
it,” Kana explained. “Hideyoshi lied about attacking Riko, and Riko was still present at the crime,” 


“Don’t go accusing my sidekick of something she didn’t do!” Kaito defended once again. 


“Non non, I’m bound to be suspected no matter what,” Riko signed. “Anyway, since we cannot go 
anywhere from that we should talk about the body,” 


“Right...” Hideyoshi perked up. He was the one in charge of inspecting bodies. Riko had a hint 
that it had to do with whatever his real talent was, though the explanation he’s given was video 
games and TV shows. “The body was stabbed once like the monokuma file said, specifically from 
the back,” 


“There is a chance that he couldn’t fight back...” Riko said. 

“That’s right,” Kaito continued. “There was no sign of a struggle,” 

“So would he have even known his killer?” Kyoko said. 

“You don’t die immediately from a stab wound, so either he did see the killer...” Riko began. 


“Or the killer slipped into the shadows right after the committed the crime...” Hideyoshi muttered. 
Riko tilted her head at him, watching his movements. 


“Ts it possible any of us have experience in that?” Riko said. She watched him jump a little. 
Interesting. 


“Doesn’t seem like it...” Koyoko said. 


“So another dead end...” Kaito muttered. The group was all silent for a bit. Riko looked around at 
the figures, trying to figure out the likelihood of who the killer was. She needed to use this trial as a 
way to corner the mastermind, get them to act. Out of the prior knowledge of masterminds, most of 


them did not obsess over despair, Tsumugi Shirogane’s clear motive was to get ahead in the 
company over the joy of the game once one looks at her history. 


“That’s if you are looking at it that the killer left through the door,” Riko said, standing a little 
straighter. 


“What do you mean by that?” Kaito asked her. 


“The body was facing the doorway remember?” Kyoko frowned. “Kazuki would have seen the 
killer unless they were reallllly stealthy,” 


“But keep in mind the location of the murder,” Riko said. “It was my lab,” 
“The ultimate supreme leader?” Kana muttered. 


“Actually that makes sense... from the little I saw of it, it had false doors and things like that,” 
Hideyoshi perked up. “There could be a hidden area from one room to another,” 


“Yeah!” Kaito pumped his fists, “that means the killer has to be the mast-” 
“Riko!” Kana shouted, stopping Kaito in his tracks. “Does that mean...” 
“Huh?” Riko poked her cheek. 

“T- that the killer is you!” Kana cried. 

“Are you insane?” Kaito scowled at her. 


“She and Hideyoshi were there beforehand, and since it’s her lab, it probably connects to her room 
or something,” Kana explained her theory. 


“None of us have been in her room before...” Kyoko looked around. Kaito was livid, Hideyoshi 
was adding everything up in his head. Riko relaxed her posture and stared at her accuser with a 
dark smile, just for a second. Caught you. 


“That doesn’t make any sense?” Riko crossed her arms, a frown forming on her face. “How could I 
be the killer?” 


“There’s no one else it could be! Kai is just gonna defend you no matter what...” Kana started to 
twirl her thumbs together. “Though we can also... we can also look at other possibilities,” 


Riko watched the girl for a while more, figuring out what her play was. There’s a possibility that 
she needs the trial to be longer... no trial goes by this fast.... Riko started to form a plan in her 
head, wishing that Kiibo would be able to hear her thoughts. She bawled her fists before getting 
ready to speak. 


“That’s so silly!” Riko explained, locking her figures in front of her and smiling. “Why would little 
old me do a murder that is so easy to solve!” 


“Riko...” Kaito tried to speak, before being hushed by Riko. It didn’t help that her podium moved 
forward, breaking the distance between them. 


“You trust me right Kai To... Momo... Ta!” Riko poked her cheek. Kaito paused for a moment. 
Take the hint damnit! 


“You’re not the killer...’ Kaito muttered. 


“She’s the only one who lines up...” Hideyoshi said. 


“But there are so many inconsistencies! Like how did Kazuki get over to that hall to begin with, he 
also shouldn’t have known the hall was open, and the body discovery ann-” Kaito started to get 
erratic. For how dumb he acts sometimes, Kaito was really sharp. He was very academically smart, 
and he could pick up on things the rest were too narrow-minded to pick. His faith in Riko meant he 
needed to find out anything that could prove her innocence. She could explain Kazuki being there 
clearly, though it wouldn’t help at this point. 


“What are you doing up?” 

“Just thinking, I thought maybe taking an early morning walk could clear my mind,” 
“T see... you can always walk with Kait- tomomoto and I if you would like,” 
“Maybe, though Kai is very... passionate, ya’know?” 

“Nah, he mainly just stargazes and talk about whatever,” 

“Oh god do I have to tell him my life story?” 

“Non non, but he will ask your favorite planet,” 

“Haha... I might talk to him later,” 

“So what do you plan to do now?” 

“Not sure, not tired at all or anything,” 

“Well.... I guess I should tell you something, ” 

“What is it?” 


“Last night Kai and I were looking around the school, and a couple of new rooms were opening 


” 


up, 

“Really?” 

“Yeah, that’s why I’m up so early, but since you're up...” 
“You want help searching?” 

“Yes! You're like a mind reader Kazuki! Thank you so much!” 
“Anytime...” 

“Be careful... Kana might think you like me,” 

“No never! No offense...” 

“None taken, ” 

“So is it that obvious...” 


“Yeah, just confess to her already, in fact... I'll help you if you check out the other half of the 
school for me,” 


“Really?” 
“Of course,” 
“No way! Thank you Riko!” 


Riko paused for a moment, remembering his smile while he blushed hearing Kana’s name. She 
turned to Kana, fidgeting about the case. 


Oh Kazuki... 


She recalled seeing how Kokichi reacted to Gonta’s death. His mask breaking just for a moment to 
cry out for his friend, only to go back to a villain persona for his plan. The two weren’t that 
different at all. Indirect kills, used because their lives don’t matter as much as someone else’s. 
Though it didn’t matter in the long run. 


The mastermind fell for her trap. 


“Actually... I talked to him before I met with Kai in the morning,” Riko deadpanned before 
switching to a smile. “Though I am sure it had nothing to do with this case!” 


“Riko...” 


“T’m innocent! Right Kai!” she threw her arm out to him, giving him a smile. “There is no way I 
could have done it!” 


“That’s... that’s right!” Kaito shouted. 
“T... I believe that she’s innocent too...” Kyoko muttered. 


“She’s guilty and you know it!” Hideyoshi sneered. “Stop letting your emotions cloud your 
judgment,” 


“Yeah! Are... are we split,” 
“Oh my favorite part!” Riko turned to Monokuma. “We are split!” 


“Oh...?” the bear poked his cheek. You know you need a scrum debate to end the trial, and the 
mastermind really wants this trial to end ya’know. “Oh right, the morpha... oh fine [Il get to it,” 
Monokuma shrugged, giving confused looks from the group. He pulled out the pick to cause all 
the podiums to fly up. Riko tried to stay still, not to hide her fear of falling off. Kana and Kyoko 
held on their podiums. Hideyoshi seemed unbothered. 


There was a special way the debates worked this season, the goal was to have the majority. When 
there was an even group, it was till one person swapped making a majority. When there was an odd 
number of people it meant the debate would end once someone swapped sides, either making a 
new majority or reducing a group to be too small to be considered split. 


The podiums moved to face each other. On Riko’s side were herself, Kaito, and Kyoko on the side 
of “don’t vote yet!” On the other were Kana and Hideyoshi, labeled “vote for Riko!” This case 
was reliant on Kyoko to swap opinions. 


“There is no way that Riko is the killer!” Kaito began. 
“Riko is one of the two main suspects,” Hideyoshi countered. 


“But Hideyoshi is a liar and a suspect,” Riko smiled. 


“There is nothing stopping you from being a liar as well,” Kana responded. Harsh... but fair. 
“But Riko wouldn’t know about her lab!” Kyoko came to her defense. 

“Her lab was made just for her, it wouldn’t take long for her to figure out,” Kana responded. 
“Would she be able to sneak around like that?” Kyoko came back. 

“I’m sure the ultimate supreme leader would be able to sneak around,” Hideyoshi sneered. 
“Don’t go accusing my sidekick!” Kaito yelled. 


“Tf I’m not mistaken your other sidekick committed murder,” Hideyoshi responded. Riko frowned 
at him. She stared at the button to swap sides. No sane person would frame themselves as the 
killer, and Kaito has no chance of swapping sides. 


“How would Kazuki even go to my lab, where'd they locked?” Riko said. 

“You have experience getting into locked labs, see Kai’s,” Kana responded. 

“Anyone else could be hiding the ability to pick locks!” Kaito argued. 

“We can’t base this case on theoreticals, if we do, anyone could be the killer!” Kana cried. 
“Are you sure that there isn’t any loose ends...” Kyoko muttered. 


“Riko is the killer, that’s how it’s gonna end!” Hideyoshi declared. Kaito prepared to counter but 
when he tried to speak he could only hear the beeping of Kyoko’s button, having the podium move 
over to the other side. Riko signed to herself as all the podiums returned to their prior location. 


“The case is simple,” Hideyoshi crossed his arms. “The killer is Riko, there is no one else it could 
be,” Everyone stared at Riko, waiting for her response. This trial is going by fast... she looked at 
each person and then to Monokuma. 


At the end of the day, you just want a show, don’t you? 
“Hahaha,” she put her hand to her mouth, covering her smile. 
“Riko...” Kaito muttered. 


“Hahahahahahahahahahahaha,” she began to laugh. “That’s hilarious! Me? Aren’t you lot so 
silly!” 


“She lost it...” Kyoko muttered. 
“Yup...” Kana replied. 


“It’s so obvious that your dumbasses can’t figure it out for once in your life, oh well, guess I gotta 
clear out the clear inconsistencies with your logic!” Riko said in a sing-song voice. 


“Riko... just calm down, I’m with you...” Kaito watched her podium come to the middle again. 


“And I’m always with you Kai, To, Momo, ta!” Riko smiled, “I know you will always trust me,” 
she smiled. Kaito paused for a moment, thinking of what she meant. 


“Why have you been calling me that...” Kaito muttered. 


“Because it’s super fun! I like to do fun things!” Riko replied. “That’s what Koko always wanted to 
do!” her voice swung back and forth from 


“Koko?” Kyoko titled her head. 
“Ts that... your brother’s name?” Kaito muttered. 


“Yup!” Riko clasped her hands together, “My beloved Koko, I would do anything for him... not in 
a creepy way not in a creepy way!” 


“Was... was your brother brought up as the motive?” Kana asked. 
“Nope! In fact he was in my motive video !” Riko sang. 

“Wait a second...” Kai muttered. 

“Video! That means you saw yours?” Kyoko cried. 

“Well there’s your motive Kai...” Hideyoshi sneered. 

“W- wait!” Kaito tried to start. 


“Hey... Kai...” Riko quieted her voice, “remember when I asked you to scare me?” she faced him, 
ignoring everyone else in the room, everyone else in the world. 


Everyone except Kokichi who is hidden somewhere in this facility. 
“You mean...” Kaito began. 

“End this...” 

“Riko please...” 


“Shut up,” Riko looked at her hands. She signed to herself. “Just shut up and say what I want you 
to say,” 


“Riko you’ re the-” Hideyoshi tried to begin. 

“And you also cockroach,” Riko glared at him. “Such a liar, you know how I hate liars?” 
“Huh?” 

“Ultimate NEET? What a joke, we all know what your real talent is,” 

“That is my real talent! You think I would pick something so demeaning willingly?” 


“No one will ever care about the ultimate NEET, it’s useless the perfect cover, like a plain 
cosplayer, or a cold child caregiver, you would never expect anything bad of those people?” 


“What the hell are you on about?” Hideyoshi yelled. 
“IT know you’re real talent,” she smiled. 
“You little...” Hideyoshi began to run over to her, Kana and Kyoko began to freak out. 


“Enough!” Kaito screamed. Everyone turned to him. His hands were shaking before he began to 
talk. 


“The culprit... the culprit found the lab shortly after I was knocked out investigating last night... 
After that, the culprit saw that she could use the false doors, before she met with me in the morning 
she convinced Kazuki to walk over... then used the false doors to sneak up on him and stab him... 
the culprit is Riko Yukiyume...” Kaito mumbled. His tone was so defeated, looking at the girl’s 
face. 


“And how did I make sure blood didn’t come on me?” Riko asked. 


“You used your cape... that’s why you changed outfits...” Kaito explained. It wasn’t the case, 
none of this was the case, Kaito knew that. As long as there was an easy answer for the case then 
the mastermind would be happy. She wasn’t here to please team danganronpa, she was here to be 
taken out because the mastermind thought she was too much of a problem. The mastermind got all 
the requirements for the trial, they also were willing to tank reviews for the sake of getting rid of 
her. 


“Well well well, it seems to just about to be voting time!” Monokuma sang. 


She got what she wanted from this case anyway. She felt her monopad from her back pocket, 
making sure it was still there. She shut her eyes as the voting screen came up for them. It had 
Riko’s face, though this time it updated the portrait to her glasses and hair styled. She smiled to 
vote for herself, just in case anyone else decided to vote randomly. 


When the results came on the screen it showed all the votes on Riko’s portrait. That meant even 
Kaito voted for her, that was good, it was good. 


“Who'll be chosen as the blackended!? Will you make the right choice or the dreadfully wrong 
one!?” Monokuma said. Everyone turned to the verdict area, watching the little machine deciding 
to seal their fate began to spin across all the faces of the living students, Riko crossed her thumbs, 
making sure no one else could see her worry. Once it hit her own it shined as little confetti shot out 
and the music cheered. 


She turned to face the rest of the group, 


“Congratulations guys... I’m the killer,” she said, noticing Kaito sprinting to her and putting her 
into a protective hug. 


“Are you insane!” he whispered harshly. 
“Maybe,” she whispered back. “Which good reason,” she pulled away from him. 


“Oh boy or boy! Our lovely group is correct again!” Monokuma laughed. “A five-trial win streak 
so far!” 


“Riko!” he whispered to her. “What are you doing?” 
“Thank you for trusting me...” she muttered. 
“Please... don’t tell me that...” Kaito started to ramble. “Wait... the body discover...” 


“T know I know,” Riko said. “I know exactly how everything went down,” she grabbed his arm, 
slipping something she’s hidden in her sleeve into his, he flinched a little, though didn’t pay mind 
to it. 


“Why... why did you kill Kazuki...” Hideyoshi sneered as he and the group walked over to them. 
Riko moved away from Kaito, not wanting him to be involved with whatever the other three were 


about to lay on her. 
“My motive was simple... my brother,” Riko deadpanned. 
“Koko?” Kyoko muttered. “That’s a name?” 


“Non non,” Riko smiled. “That’s just a little nickname... hey Kai... can you promise me 
something?” 


“What is it?’ 


“Once you find him... Koko, promise me you will protect him, and forgive him... just as he will 
forgive you,” she said. 


“What does that mean?” Kaito rushed to her, a couple of tears rushing to his face. “No! I won’t let 
you die,” 


Before he knew it, an arrow shot out, heading straight for Kaito. She quickly pushed him out of the 
way, getting hit in the back. 


She screamed in pain. 
The other three all stepped back, Kaito not faltering as he rushed to her side. 
“Stop yapping and let’s get a move on!”” Monokuma shouted, now holding a crossbow. 


“Remove... remove the arrow,” Riko muttered, looking at Kaito. He nodded and pulled it out, 
causing her to scream. 


Riko pushed him backwards, trying to keep as much distance as possible from him. 


“T’ve prepared a very special punishment for the ultimate Jiar Riko Yukiyume...” Riko stumbled a 
little, trying to keep a warm smile for Kaito. She muttered under her breath. 


“Trust me just for a bit longer...” only Kaito was able to hear that, she said a bit more audibly. 
“Kazuki... we won’t be seeing each other anytime soon... but maybe someday our paths will 
meet...” she shut her eyes. 


“Let’s give it everything we got! It’s punishment time!” Monokuma grabbed his gavel, letting the 
execution commence. 


Riko has been found guilty 
Time for the punishment! 


A claw from behind opened to grab Riko, she didn’t resist, instead just holding her arms up for it to 
handcuff her. She looked at the faces of each of her classmates, the mastermind holding almost a 
smile of disbelief. She gave the mastermind a wink before it yanked her and started to pull her 
away to the chamber. 


The hangman’s recreation 
Riko Yukiyume, executed 


The room was based on the exisal hanger Riko recalled on the TV. She didn’t get much chance to 
look around, rather she was dragged along her back all the way to a conveyor belt. It let her lay 


there on her back, Monokuma appearing to be floating over her, pointing at some sex education 
blackboard. Riko put her handcuffed hands behind her head. 


There was a loud boom from behind, looking over her head she could see a press going down at a 
steady rhythm, there were mini Monokumas in different colors in front of her, all getting crushed 
before moving to the next. When she looked to the sides she could see the cameras which she 
assumes is broadcasting her execution to the group deemed to live on. 


She listened to the rhythm of the press going down, imagining this was what could have been 
Kokichi’s final moments. The fact that she was going to live them herself gave her an odd feeling 
she couldn’t identify. She was being framed for murder, and the game broke its own rules to get rid 
of her, it was just like the first game, the original game... she liked that idea. 


She shut her eyes and prepared herself for her fate. The last Monokuma was smashed, the 
blackboard went away. Riko felt her light on her, before being blanketed by darkness. This was the 
end. 


All screens went black. 


Chapter End Notes 


I'm not stellar at writing trials. But now anyways I'm quite behind in writing this 
because I deleted a lot of stuff and changed the direction of where I'm going. 
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hello everyone 


I just wanted to say here that I'm sorry for the late chapter. 


basically after chapter 14, I've had tons of things prepared and... 


I hated all of it. 


Most of what I've written so far has been planned from the very start, and the hard part is writing 
the in-between events I planned out. Frankly, I did not realize how hard it was. 


So the next chapter will be released next Friday. 


Also soon enough my uploads will go back to every other Monday and not Friday. Unless you like 
the Friday posting times 


to make up for it, I do have an image of Riko if you would like. My art style and her design have 
changed since I drew this however overall this is a good visual of how she looks. 


Also while I'm here... is there any suggestions for my writing? Or opinions/theories? any and all 
feedback means the world to me. 


and one more time, thank you everyone for reading this far. 


hopefully, I won't disappoint in the upcoming chapters. 


Koko 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


This isn’t my blood. 


She coughed out all the liquid in her mouth, gasping for a breath. She slowly sat up, trying to adjust 
her eyes to the dark. There was no sound. There were plenty of scents. It smelled exactly like rust. 


Am Iona boat? 
She felt around for her monopod. It didn’t seem to be there. 
It’s gone... 


She sighed to herself. Stepping up slowly. She watched a couple of blurs start to form in the area 
around her. She was in a hangar. A conveyor belt was right next to her. It was turned off. 


Oh... I survived... 


She rolled out of the way in time. She managed to pick the lock from behind her head and roll out 
of the way. Kiibo shut off the power just in time. The plan went by perfectly. It was all done so 
well. 


The rest of the room was covered in blood. She could barely remember the details. It was 
everywhere. It was bright red. It worked in her favor. No one could tell between her and the rest. 


Everything went perfectly. 
There was a sound of someone’s footsteps. She stood up, facing where it came from. 
It’s bright. 


A door was opened. A person was in front of her. He was wearing a purple jacket over a simple 
black uniform. He was pale, unnaturally thin. 


Riko could only smile as she reached out to him. 

“Hi Koko...” Riko cried. 
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“Akira Ono...” the man bowed in front of the two. “I was sent by Koichi Karahara,” 


Akira was exactly how he was described in the press. During the killing game, he was a very open 
person. He made friends. He found someone to love. He was always taking charge of trials. He 


seemed to hate the killing game above everyone else and wanted the mastermind dead. He was part 
of a couple of murder cases, accidentally doing certain things to get people to die which were later 
found to be his manipulation for a good murder. 


When he was revealed to be the mastermind he was sadistic, he didn’t leak much about the plot, 
instead dangling it over the remaining player’s heads to toy with their mind. The way he spoke and 
held himself was to a terrifying degree, a man no one wanted to double cross. 


When the game ended there was little information about him. Rei made public statements that they 
are not in any relationship and she has nothing to do with him. He doesn’t go out for interviews like 
other masterminds, adding to more mystery. He was also the first successful male mastermind in 
danganronpa history, and his silence was costing danganronpa money. At some point, Riko could 
swear there were people in suits dragging him to take interviews. When he did take interviews he 
only spoke in short sentences, comparing him to the fifty-first mastermind who was well known to 
not know to shut up. 


There were a couple of photos of every killing game’s mastermind that is still alive together, he 
tends to stand out the most from the group of beauty-obsessed women smiling. He tended to stay in 
the shadows. He always wore light colors, nothing relaxed, but nothing boring. He clearly had an 
agent trying to make him stand out so in all those photos he had a pair of snowboarding goggles. 


The Akira Ono in front of them right now was in a navy blue jacket. Underneath was a dull red tie 
with a small monokuma pin attached. His hair was a bit longer than Riko imagined, it framed his 
face nicely though it seemed he didn’t even bother to cut it anymore. He didn’t wear anything on 
his head. What Riko didn’t realize was how well of an actor he must have been. 


She studied his lifeless eyes, he was completely disconnected to where he was, and what was going 
on. He reminded her a bit of Kokichi’s eyes shortly before he disappeared from the game. He 
didn’t seem happy to be there. 


“This is the sweetheart who let me out of that stupid prison, it was so boring there,” Kokichi 
tackled the man into a hug. Akira did not seem to even be affected by it. He must be used to 
Kokichi’s antics. 


“You were the mastermind of the fiftieth season, it’s quite uncommon for a man to be the 
mastermind,” Riko said. 


“That is correct, I wasn’t supposed to be the mastermind,” Akira said. “Koichi managed to pull 
some strings to ensure my survival,” 


“Why is that?” Kokichi crossed his arms. 

“T do not know,” Akira said. ““He’s a very secretive person,” 
“But he’s an ally isn’t he?” Riko asked. 

“Yes, I know that for sure,” 


“Then why is he working for danganronpa?” Kokichi said. Riko knew he wasn’t going to get an 
answer to that, Kokichi probably knew too. 


“T am unsure,” 


“Were you aware that I was the one talking to you in the email chain?” Riko asked. 


“No, someone else was and told me,” 


“Poor RiRi... still cannot lie as well as I can,” Kokichi stuck out his tongue. Riko pushed him 
away with her hand. 


“T wouldn't say it’s entirely her fault, Koichi has been watching you ever since the mastermind 
began to show hints of targeting you, you feel for her trap,” 


“No...” Riko deadpanned. “She fell into mine,” Akira widened his eyes for a moment. Kokichi 
looked confused. Right, he had no idea what happened in my game. 


“T see...” Akira said. “I guess we are all on the same boat,” 
“Sadly we are,” Riko muttered. 
I never wanted to kill anyone. 
“Oh...” Kokichi muttered. Riko turned sharply to him. 
You are too smart Kokichi... 


“So can we get going now?” Kokichi signed. “If we stay here I think someone is bound to find us,” 
he started to walk forward. Riko hesitated for a moment. 


Is he mad at me? 

“Yes!” she rushed over to follow him. Akira joined them and went to the front. 
“Koichi has prepared an area for you both to stay for the time being,” 

“Why can’t we leave now?” Kokichi asked. 


“The typhoon, it’s too dangerous to leave without drawing attention,” Akira said. “However now 
that we got Ms. Yukiyume, they’ll be looking for you, they’ ve probably sent someone to check 
inside the execution chamber,” 


“T see...” Kokichi said. They continued to walk forward. Akira going ahead of them both. Kokichi 
leaned back a bit to face Riko. 


“You shouldn’t be here,” 

“You shouldn’t be alive,” 

“What do you mean, I always find a way to fake my death dramatically!” 
“That’s not what I mean,” 

“T know,” he pouted. “Anyway, do you still remember how to use a gun?” 
“Of course,” 


“Good! Because since you’ re here, I was thinking you can be my bodyguard!” he cheered. “It 
makes me more intimidating when there is someone behind you with a weapon even if they have 
no history of harming others,” 


“T think you by yourself are more intimidating than adding me ever would be,” 


“Don’t be too hard on yourself, everyone will know my bodyguard to be that reckless, insane, 
suicidal murderer who should be dead,” Kokichi frowned. “Which makes me ask, what happened 
to the person you killed,” Riko stayed silent. 


“T was framed for his death, that was what my execution was about,” she leveled her voice. 
“Riko, even you can’t lie to me,” Kokichi said with a darkened smile. 

“T wasn’t lying,” 

“But you’re hiding the truth aren’t you,” Kokichi said. 

“Yes,” 


“Will you tell me here or will I have to find out on my own,” he said, uncomfortably close to her 
face. Riko just turned over and continued walking. Kokichi sighed before running next to her. 


“T was contacted by Akira white a while ago actually, and during one of his visits he began to show 
me different exchanges he had with the mastermind of the killing game,” Kokichi said. 


““What’s how he knew it was me,” Riko muttered. “Because you knew,” 
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“Two days here doesn’t seem that bad,” Kokichi shrugged, jumping on one of the two beds. The 
room was perhaps the size of a shipment container, holding two beds, one side room where Riko 
assumes is a bathroom, a small table, and a few little merchandises scattered about from Kokichi 
and Riko’s respective seasons. Apparently, she does a lot of merch with posters, plushies, and pins 
with her mask on it. Riko doubted she could compare to how popular Kokichi was. He topped the 
charts on all the polls while she was about halfway. There was also a small cabinet of books and 
board games. 


“Remember that time you, me, and Yuuma had to survive two weeks in that small attic? Running 
away from that gang?” he said before turning to Akira. “So basically we found this old blind man 
and there was a gang after us, long story so we snuck into his house, ate purely on bread that his 
daughter kept sending over. He hated it for some reason, she was an incredible baker, ungrateful 
jerk,” 


“Well you were starving to death so I can’t attest to how good it actually was at the time,” Riko 
said. 


“Excuse me, just to let you know I have visited her after we got the mansion and her pies are out of 
this world,” 


“She lives on the mainland,” Riko deadpanned. 
“Stop asking questions,” 
“That wasn’t a question,” 


Akira seemed to just ignore the two. Shutting the door before sitting down on the bed. “I will be 
able to come in and out to assist you, however, you cannot leave this room no matter what, after 
the storm passes, Koichi will help arrange a pickup. 


“Who will be picking us up?” Kokichi asked. 


“All your requests were fulfilled, Mr. Ouma,” 
“Good! And one more thing,” 

“Where is Kiibo?” 

“What do you mean?” 


“Well you mentioned that Riko had Kiibo on her monopad, but I haven’t heard anything from 
him,” 


“Oh... Koichi sent him to report to DICE all the information, due to the storm and the connection 
“Alrighty then! Shoo,” 


“Alright... and Ms. Yukiyume, I will be coming in to check on you both three times a day, so if 
you have any questions I will be there,” he said standing up and heading to the door. . “I wish you 
well, and be quiet,” 


When Akira left Kokichi fell on the bed taking a huge sigh. “He’s so uptight, I’m scared to know 
what his boss’s like,” 


“You haven’t met him?” Riko asked, looking at a couple of the games and books provided. A lot 
of them were danganronpa based. I knew Tsumugi became head of merchandise recently, but I 
didn’t expect this many changes. She did quite a bit of research into danganronpa, including the 
merchandise, none of this existed beforehand. Unless there are exclusive themed things in the 
facility, this has to be the new lead’s doing. 


“Nope!” he sat up, noticing her take out a chess game. It was a chess box with all the pieces 
themed on two of the older games. The pawns were shirokuma and kurakuma while the other 
pieces were figures of the players. She took it out and set it on the table. 


“All our talks are through Akira, though since Kira has the inability to emote I can’t get a feel for 
who Karahara is,” 


Riko continued to set up the chess pieces. “Akira is a good actor, from what I know about his 
killing game, he was a completely different person,” once she was finished she waved her arm 
asking if he wanted white or black. Kokichi chose black. 


“He is good at putting on a mask, first with his killing game, second with being the mastermind,” 
Kokichi said. Riko began to move a pawn forward. 


“T noticed that, maybe after myself and a couple other people, they thought to take the mask thing 
more literally,” Kokichi said, moving a pawn out. 


“Which is good, it means they cannot reveal my face,” Riko moved another piece. 


“Not unless they want to reveal they fumbled your execution,” Kokichi said, moving a piece. 
“Though they still have a lot of opinions if they realize you escaped,” 


“Which are?” 


“They could send your face to the police, say you're a missing person, or a criminal, or whatever, if 
the public hasn’t seen your face, I doubt anyone has, which means they can make up anything they 
want,” 


“Tf the police find me I can counter with my own story, which has more credibility once they know 
my name and hear my voice,” 


“You don’t think team danganronpa has ties with the police?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Hmm, have you heard of FIT,” 

“The world peace alliance?” Riko asked, unaware of how it ties to danganronpa. 


“T’ve done some research on FIT, they’re huge advocates of danganronpa,” Kokichi moved another 
piece. 


“Why?” Riko paused for a second, before moving a piece as well. 
“Take a guess,” Kokichi smiled. “Check,” 


“Human nature is to crave violence,” Riko said. Moving her king away. “To keep the peace we 
need to satisfy those desires,” 


FIT’s full acronym in English was “future international tragedy prevention”, however, the P didn't 
fit the acronym so it frankly stands for “future international tragedy” something that has and will 
continue to be joked about. It was created shortly after the tragedy in a way to create world peace. 


“And how do you satisfy those desires?” Kokichi grinned. 


“By giving them real, violent entertainment,” Riko answered. “Why kill someone when you can 
get the same rush watching a child getting executed?” 


“Atta girl, you did it!” he cheered. “And FIT is near complete control over every country’s police 
forces and governments, you know... for safety ,” 


“So the enemy isn’t team danganronpa, it’s FIT,” 


“No, the enemy is still the bastards at team danganronpa, FIT is just the group we have to take 
down before that,” Kokichi says as if one can just waltz into the one place holding the peace as a 
monopoly, wrecking it, then leaving alive. 


“Wouldn’t team danganronpa go down with FIT?” Riko said. “Or could they be two independent 
organizations that’s funded by the other,” 


“Independent, but basically that’s where the tax money is heading, if I paid taxes I would be 
pissed,” 


“So what’s your plan?” Riko asked. 


“Well there’s a couple of countries that aren’t a part of FIT, China, and Russia hate America and 
want nothing to do with it, though they are basically watched twenty-four seven, though you can 
take a guess they both have secret military operations underground, bet ya they don’t care about 
our motivations, just our goals,” 


“We could take a boat to China,” 


“Way too populated, there would be police around, they take us in, integrate us, someone figures us 
out, we’re stuck back where we started,” 


“Then what do you propose?” 


“Russia, the Kuril islands, only one of the four is actually inhabited, Iturup, Japan and Russia have 
been fighting for them for ages, but officially, it’s Russian territory,” 


“How do you know so much about this?” 


“There was literally nothing else to do in the cell, either that or ’'m going to see the shadow man. 
So I read, check,” 


“T see... any other islands,” 


“Well there were some uninhabited islands, mostly volcanic, overall relatively safe if we prepared 
for it, but I don’t want to rid the world of whom I believe should be the rightful leader, don’t you 
think,” 


“T believe you would make a good leader,” 


“Not what I was asking but I appreciate you, checkmate,” Kokichi smiled, placing his queen in the 
perfect place to trap Riko’s king. Riko looked down, noticing how much she overlooked. She 
nodded before picking up the other pieces. “This is so boring...” 


I will never be able to beat you will I? 
“Another game?” 


“Ts there literally anything else?” Riko walked over to see the number of games. There were a 
couple that only required two people, quite a few foreign games, and an unnecessary amount of 
group games. She picked up a small playing deck. 


“Have you played fortify-fives before?” 
“Never heard of it,”” Kokichi leaned on his hand. 


“Tt’s something my extended family would always play in family get-togethers, we learned from 
my grandfather, who traveled across the world when he was younger,” 


“You don’t talk about your family much,” Kokichi said. Riko walked over and started to shuffle 
the cards. When she was done she threw Kokichi three cards, then to an extra pile, then three to 
herself. After which she threw two to each again. 


“No not very much, is there a paper anywhere, we need to keep score,” Riko stood up, finding a 
small notebook and pen and writing their names down. “Alright so you can bid fifteen, twenty, 
twenty-five, or thirty based on your hand, you can also pass,” 


“How do I know how strong my hand is?” Kokichi asked. 


“Oh right, in red suits, ten is the best and in black suits two is the best, face cards go five of trump, 
king, queen, jack, then I believe ace of trump, ace of hearts is always trump, or is five 
afterward...” 


“Doesn’t matter, we can make them up,” Kokichi smiled. 


“Alright, then five of trump is highest,” Riko said. She looked down at her cards. Seven of hearts, 
king of diamonds, ace of hearts, two of diamonds, five of clubs. I could either go clubs or 
diamonds... “twenty-five,” 


“Starting strong, fine, then pass,” Kokichi said. Riko nodded. 


“Clubs,” Riko said, going into the pile she left and seeing what it had. She then removed all the 
cards except for clubs and the ace of hearts. “You can get rid of any cards you don’t need and we 
redraw those,” 


Kokichi nodded before throwing out a couple of cards. “How often did you play when you were a 
kid,” 


“Not much, my brother and I would usually be partners against my parents, that is when they got 
along,” Riko said, dealing cards to replace the ones Kokichi and her threw out. “The kitty sucked 
by the way,” she said, referring to the pile. 


“T see... how much do you remember your parents?” Kokichi said. 

“Not much, always arguing, whenever they came home my brother would tell me to hide under the 
desk,” she said, throwing out her first card. She began with three of clubs she got from the kitty. 
“Since I led with trump you have to throw out a trump card, I think it could be the highest you 
have, but for this sake, any trump is fine,” 


“Alright...”’ Kokichi said before he threw out a two of clubs. “I recall having a brother as well,” 


“Just run away with Onii-san and be happy without me! I don’t want anyone to die because of me, 
I don’t want any of this!” 


Kokichi grabbed the cards, “You haven’t mentioned... your turn,” Kokichi nodded before 
throwing out a queen of clubs. 


“Well it’s hard to remember, it’s all very vague, frankly I barely remember him existing till a 
couple of weeks ago,” 


“Don’t kill Onii-chan, please, please, don’t die onii-chan... it should be me, it should be me, it 
should be me!” 


Riko threw out her five of clubs, taking the card and winning the round. “I see... how much do you 
know?” she took that chance to throw out her king of spades, hoping to draw out any more of his 
trump cards. 


“Not much, just the fact I had one, I don’t think we looked similar, maybe not even biological 
siblings, I would definitely remember a face as perfect as my own,” Kokichi threw out his six of 
clubs and took the cards. Afterward throwing out the ace of diamonds. 


“T see... not even a name?” Riko asked. She smiled to herself before throwing her ace of hearts, 
taking the cards. 


“Nope! Do you remember your brother’s name?” Kokichi smiled. He put out the ace of diamonds. 
Must have run out. Riko responded by putting out the king of spades, winning the round. 


“T do... but that doesn’t matter, he’s dead,” Riko said, throwing out her last card, the six of 
diamonds. 


“Bummer, I lost,” Kokichi frowned, throwing out the seven of spades. “I don’t get how this game 
is any fun,” 


“Well firstly we’re not done,” Riko started to collect the cards, then wrote down her bid in the 
notebook. “We continue till we reach one twenty, there’s multiple ways to play this game, right 


now we’re just doing heads up, though there is also partners and cutthroat,” 


“Cutthroat? That seems more like my style,” 

“T wish I knew the specifics of cutthroat but I’m sorry,” she said, shuffling the deck. Thank god the 
round ended before Kokichi could ask any questions. “Maybe when we get home I can look into 
some of the rules about it,” 


“Good, alright well guess I have time to beat you,” 
“In your dreams you little menace,” Riko said, beginning another round. 
“So how often did you win against your family?” Kokichi said, receiving his cards. 


“We beat my parents all the time, they would get mad at us, though my brother managed to defuse 
the situation,” Riko said, looking through her cards. Not a good hand. “Though it was mostly my 
brother, I’m much better at games like poker... pass,” 


“Fifteen, poker is always fun to play, especially the lying part,” 


“Oh you love the lying part don’t you,” Riko smiled, she threw out a three of diamonds, Kokichi 
had a two of diamonds. 


“T hate liars! It’s just easy to tell when they are lying,” Kokichi pouted, taking the cards. 
“Even me?” Riko asked. 


“What do you mean,” 
“T’m the ultimate liar, don’t you know?” Riko smiled. 
“T thought you were the ultimate supreme leader,” Kokichi said, throwing out a card. 


“Non non, that was a lie, a good liar wouldn’t be able to tell any lies if they were labeled a liar,” 
Riko said. Kokichi nodded. 
“You are such a pain,” 


“Why is that?” Riko faked innocence before smiling. “Is it because you can no longer be the sole 
filthy hypocrite?” 


“Auh!?” 


“Oh I get it, you are worried I might take your spot as team suicidal maniac!” Riko threw out 
another card, taking the hand. 


“Nooooooo000,” he whined. “This is gonna suck being with you for two days,” he cried. 


“The alternative is to run about and risk getting caught, we just have to wait out the storm till the 
eye approaches, then we can go back home,” Riko said. 


“Right...” Kokichi frowned. 


“How about you? What have you been doing during the game that the scenes didn’t show, better 
yet, what did you think about everyone?” Riko said. 


“Hmmm, Kaede was interesting, kinda a bait and switch. I learned a bit more about Rantaro 
through his sister,” 


“His sister?” 
“Yeah, real jerk,” 
“T see...” Riko said. 


“But besides that you got Ryoma, he didn’t do much, he was cool while he was alive, don’t get his 
need to die though, I didn’t want to die,” 


“T see...” Riko muttered, glaring at him. 


“Don’t do that with me,” Kokichi glared at her. “Anyways, Kirumi was interesting, she’s the type 
to take out everyone for the sake of her country, I would really like to interview the person who 
took her as a player, Akira said that her father sold her for the game for his own publicity,” 


“That’s... tragic,” 


“Tt’s also an opportunity for later use, anyways, Angie was crazy, Tenko was annoying, Kiyo... 
ehhhhbh,” Kokichi cringed back at the thought. “Hopefully that wasn’t his true nature,” 


“Tt would be worst if it was in my opinion,” Riko said. 
“Really, why?” 


“At least I don’t sympathize with his death, if he wasn’t like that, then the game not just killed a 
child, but framed him as... that,” Riko said, tracing her finger over her card. 


“Oh... right,” Kokichi frowned. “Besides him... anyways how about your game,” 
“No real opinion,” Riko said. 
“No real opinion, you spent weeks with those people and you feel nothing ?” 


“Not really... maybe I did before I regained my memories,” Riko said, throwing out another card 
and winning the round. She put in the score. “I won, do you want to try another game,” 


“Your games aren’t fun,” Kokichi pouted. 

“You only find games fun when you win Koko,” Riko grabbed all the cards to put in the deck. 
“God help you if you tried any of Ren’s games, they are all competitive, and the voice chats don’t 
shut up,” 


“Ren talks in voice chats?” Kokichi said. 


“Yeah, that’s why his room is soundproof, he doesn’t let you know because you will hijack the set 
and start trolling the people he’s playing against, you’ll be shocked what people say on there,” 
Riko crossed her arms. 


“And you knew this before me!” 

“Ren trust me more,” 

“A liar over a liar!” 

“Not because I’m a liar, it’s because I’m not a jerk,” Riko said. 


“Tt’s because he has a crush on you,” 


“No he doesn’t!” 

“Does too,” 

“T’m not playing this game with you,” 
“Why not!” 


“Because I’m more mature than you and would like to present myself as somewhat reliable, though 
compared to you I’m sure it won’t be too hard,” 


“T hate you sometimes,” Kokichi crossed his arms in another pout. “My saviors are criminals and 
- ” 
jerks, 


“You’re both of those,” Riko deadpanned. She didn’t bother to look up before Kokichi started the 
fake tear tirade. “Do you know what time it is?” she said while he cried. 


“Seven twenty-four,” Kokichi snapped back to normal. 
“Alright, then I’m gonna lay down for a bit, don’t bother me,” 
“RiRi, there are two rooms in here, and the other is about one meter long and a meter wide,” 


“Then shut your eyes and your mouth with it,” Riko walked over to one of the two beds and lay 
down on it. It felt like a brick. The blanket was still that was more the type one gets for free at the 
store. The only real thing to act as a pillow was a huge monokuma plush. It was shockingly high 
quality. 


There was an actual time when Riko, Kokichi, and Yuuma all survived just the random bread in an 
attic. The winter was heading through and the trio just reunited together. They were all quite small 
so the space was fine. The more Riko called back to it, the more foreign it felt to her. She spent so 
much time afterward in a full mansion, a nice bed, some space to live around. Now, she is back 
where she started. 


The coming years are gonna suck... 


She won’t be able to go outside without a disguise, she will have to be on the run, and she might 
end up being stuck in small spaces for even longer. 


Kokichi is gonna be in this situation too... 


She sighed to herself. She looked over to Kokichi, who apparently found something weird to 
entertain himself with. 


As long as we stay together... 


She looked up at the ceiling. It was plain. Nothing too special at the moment. She thought back to 
Kaito. 


He’s probably mourning my death 


She felt bad for him. To think someone one cares about was dead in the worst possible way. She 
could empathize with that, as much as she didn’t want to. Though she could also feel a bit of 
excitement of being able to find a friend after believing they were dead. She would be able to meet 
up with him, though if he got his memories back it might be annoying to deal with him and 
Kokichi. She also needed to take into account Maki dealing with Kokichi. They will definitely 


need someone to be a buffer to make sure neither kills the other. Though most are biased toward 
Kokichi and will gladly attack Maki. 


Perhaps Himiko? 


There were very few people to be a neutral party. Though it doesn’t really matter at the end of the 
day, she could dump Maki on the street. Though Maki would cause later issues if she learned her 
boyfriend and greatest enemy living together and Riko knew Kaito would stay with Kokichi. He 
would be too guilty. 


This is going to eat me alive for the next two days. 

She could go insane from this. Riko was too fond of insanity, the idea of one losing their mind 
completely to the point of being unrecognizable. She really didn’t want to go insane herself. 
Though she heard stories of people being trapped in small rooms with nothing to do and slowly 
losing it. 


She leaned over to her side. Across from her was Kokichi, staring upwards at the ceiling. He had 
his hands behind his head, seemingly disinterested in the world. 


“Hey Koko...” she asked. 
“T thought you were heading to sleep,” Kokichi deadpanned. 


“Can’t, and it doesn’t seem you can either,” Riko admitted. “Hopefully through the days we'll have 
a better time,” 


vCal..." 

“Onii-chan is dead... Komi is gone... I can’t live...” 

“Do you know anyone named Komi?” Riko asked. 

“Who on earth is Komi?” Kokichi turned over to her. “What drugs did they put you on?” 
“Could be a little nicer,” Riko said softly. 

“Alright, then who is Komi and why would I know her,” Kokchi signed. 

“T dunno... just... I thought you might know someone with that name,” 


“And what gave you that idea?” Kokichi frowned. “And before you lie, where did you hear that 
name?” 


“Team danganronpa, knowing from what you said they probably made it up,” Riko relented. 
Kokichi looked away, staring at the ceiling again. He would get suspicious if I ask about the night 
immediately afterward. 


“After the game, my memories were all over the place, I was trapped in a cell, barely alive, 
everything felt like a daze,” Kokichi muttered. “Took me ages to finally piece together what was 
real or fiction,” 


“You would not enjoy the final trial then,” Riko said. 


“Yeah I heard, I don’t buy any of Tsumugi’s bull. My bet is it was a script to shoot down any 
inspired protesters. It really blew up in their face with Shuichi, even those who believed Tsumugi 
sided with Shuichi with his ‘fiction is real’ speech, it was so pretentious though,” Kokichi 


laughed. 


“He’s gonna make a decent public speaker I’ll bet,” Riko said. “Have you heard of Akari 
Tsukikagi?” 


“The actress? What about her?” 


“Well Shuichi... to say the least he isn’t all he said he was, if danganronpa altered his memories or 
not I don’t know, but DICE managed to find his uncle,” she said. Kokichi turned sharply over to 
her. 


“What do you mean?” 


“Shuichi is Akari Tsukikagi’s son, for some reason he took the last name from his uncle,” Riko 
explained. “I didn’t get the full story from Kiibo,” 


“Hmm... knowing actresses, my bet would be that she didn’t treat him the best, something led to 
another and his uncle took him in,” 


“And that’s why Shuichi takes on his uncle’s last name,” 
“Exactly,” Kokichi said. “I wonder if they used him as an advertisement for the last season,” 


“Probably, if he’s famous then they can’t escape that, oh I can’t wait to integrate Shumai when we 
get back, I can’t wait!” Kokichi smiled. 


“Just two days and we’ ll be all together again...” Riko sat up. “I’m so happy to have you back,” 
she smiled warmly. Kokichi stood up and jumped onto her lap. The kid acts more like a puppy than 
an actual person. 


“What are we gonna do when we get back RiRi! I say we should plan a way to screw with 
everyone,” he yawned. 


“Are you finally tired,” 

“Noooo...” 

“When was the last time you actually slept?” Riko asked. 
“You don’t want the honest answer to that question,” 

“And why don’t I,” 

“Because you’re a snitch and Misaki would drug me to sleep,” 


“She isn’t that bad... I think,” Riko laughed before laying back down. “Well I’m gonna head to 
bed, we can talk tomorrow,” 


“Fiiiine,” Kokichi frowned. Riko shut her eyes, hoping that night for the first time to get peaceful 
dreams. 


Chapter End Notes 


Ya'll did you hear about the new splatoon expansion?? As a splatoon | player and a 
member of team order, I am beyond hyped, bought it as soon as I saw it on the store. 


I rewrote this chapter at least 3 times, one of the earlier versions involved Riko finding 
Kokichi in a locker, wrote that all the way up to the escape however I hated it all so I 
deleted it, guess I was extra hard on myself to finally introduce Kokichi in the story, I 
am really worried on portraying him correcting 


alright, I'm sick and probably about to pass out so I'll see you next time!! 


poor woman 
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Kokichi leaned over Riko’s sleeping form, waving his hand back and forth to confirm she was 
asleep. Riko was never a heavy sleeper. Their years on the streets force them to be able to jump up 
to the action at any moment. Getting up fast enough from a threat can often determine life or death. 


There was a small bridge he used to live under. After going on the streets, he, Riko, and Yuuma 
often went about different areas. They knew they would be returned to the orphanage if they were 
to get caught so they got to know a lot of the homeless population. Under the bridge, there were 
tons of little kids who were also escaping something. Often abusive families, orphanages, or 
criminals. 


The rule by the ringleader was no matter the age or context, all the boys had to stand guard and be 
the scouts. All the girls stayed under and helped keep the place clean. She was very strict on the 
rules, rather than putting a ten-year-old boy to be a line of defense. Yuuma managed to sway the 
leader to at least keep Kokichi with him at all times. Though she didn’t allow Riko to stay with 
them. All women had to stay under the bridge for their safety. 


One night a gang decided to come in and they wanted to kill everyone. Kokichi could swear it was 
because someone pissed them off, or maybe someone was trying to get away from the gang. At the 
end of the day, the gang probably just wanted to kill people. Kokichi, Yuuma, and another boy 
were the scouts that night when he overheard them coming. Kokichi wanted to stay back to delay 
them while Yuuma wanted to make sure Riko was safe. Yuuma disagreed with Kokichi’s idea, not 
wanting to leave him behind. The two got into a major argument about it, so eventually the third 
boy stepped in and volunteered to stay back. 


The two tried to warn the other kids though most stayed asleep. Riko and a couple of other kids 
woke up, however. The leader was set on keeping everyone there, and set up defense formations. 
The idea of making Kokichi and Yuuma fight gang members while she stayed in the back pissed 
her off. 


When she got the opportunity, she got close to the leader and punched her in the chest before 
grabbing Kokichi and Yuuma’s hands and sprinting away. Before they left Kokichi screamed out 
for them to run as well, to stay in groups because the gang would likely disperse to find people. His 
thinking was if everyone did disperse, then the gang members can pick off people one by one, 
while if they stayed in a group and found one gang member, they could overpower it. He doesn’t 
know if it worked or not, he never saw any of them again. 


In the end, the gang members displayed the boy’s dead body as the opening. Anyone who woke up 
that night managed to run away while anyone asleep or just waking up were undoubtedly shot that 
night. The case in point was Riko was a light sleeper, and so was he. 


Looking back perhaps that’s when Riko really decided to take charge in being a fighter, learning 
different weapons, or Kokichi’s first glimpse into being a leader, shouting commands for others to 
follow. However, another skill he’s gained was to be as silent as possible. He that got beat over 
Riko. 


After confirming she was sound asleep he stepped back and began to look around the room. The 
one thing he first noticed was the vent on the floor. He leaned down at it, quickly taking a bobby 
pin he stored in his jacket and picking the lock. It was harder than he expected. How often do they 
get vent climbers? 


When he finally opened it he could see there was another vent right in the main hall. He stepped 
back. I wouldn’t be able to get out looking like this. 


Riko was too happy to see him to ever comment on it, though Kokichi was a living mess of a 
human right now. His hair has grown to just long enough to be annoying, and his clothes were 
tattered and covered in blood. Since being collected they were nice enough to at least give him a 
black shirt, however, it was loose and fell over his shoulders. There was a strong chance that it was 
his size before the killing game, but by now he couldn’t tell. They also allowed him to keep 
Kaito’s jacket, something he’s refused to remove for a reason even he can’t explain. 


Team danganronpa never wanted to bother with him while there is no way for him to hit a shower 
in the open. 


He picked up his hair to a half ponytail, at least to keep it off his neck. The last thing he was going 
to need was something to fancy a weapon. 


He walked over to the small section of board games, picked out the chess board, grabbing two of 
the pieces. Perfect. 


oh KKK oR 


He took a deep breath before ducking down and heading through the vent. 


The vent itself was small, it was the size of an actual vent, though Kokichi was smaller. He was 
malnourished, he hadn't tasted real food since Kirumi prepared everyone's breakfast. Frankly, in 
hindsight, Kirumi could have easily poisoned the food to take people out. He does remember 
vividly not eating any food that went beyond what’s required to keep a person functional after she 
died. 


He gently opened the vent and crawled through. His first chance to actually be able to run about. It 
was Odd that for the first time, things were kinda not going terribly for him. He was alive, Kaito 
was alive somewhere, Riko was alive, DICE was still there. All he had to do was wait a few days 
then he could be in his bed surrounded by his family. 


And be haunted by Gonta and Miu for the rest of my life. 


Kokichi shook out the thought before running through the halls. The first thing he noticed was that 
the team danganronpa had rotating cameras, meaning if Kokichi timed his movements, he could 
stay in the blindspots. Though that was stupid inconvenient. Akira didn’t seem bothered at all 
while walking through, likely meaning they had someone else with the cameras. 


The one thing bugging Kokichi above all else was that he had no clue on who Koichi Karahara 
was. He never met the man, never saw anything about him, everything he’s ever wanted to tell 
Kokichi was through Akira, and Kokichi was getting annoyed by Akira. He didn’t even know why 


Koichi was there. Sure he seems to be helping those inside, though this meant he has some high 
standing here. 


T hate this so much... 


Kokichi frowned before continuing to walk through the halls. By the third minute of watching 
cameras, he simply rolled his eyes and walked through, winking at the camera. 


Walk through... camera turns... hug the wall... and three... two... one... 


A woman runs through the hall. On her waist was a gun and her attire seemed to be of a security 
woman. He pressed himself at the wall corner waiting for her to pass. The second she did, he 
rushed to and held out his makeshift weapon, a queen chest piece, one he spent an hour sharpening, 
to her neck. 


“Hello! Let’s make this easy for both of us, we’re business partners for the time being,” he 
whispered into the woman’s ear before sneaking into her pocket and grabbing her name card. “Ms. 
Mazushijosei, heh...” the woman stuttered a bit before Kokichi relaxed for a moment, pointing to 
the cameras. 

“Know how to turn those off?” 


“Um...” 
“That’s a yes or no,” 
“Yes! I’m the security for this wing!” 


“Oh my special day! Thank you world for this beautiful gift!” Kokichi cheered before glaring at 
the woman, she made a quick rush to grab her gun before Kokichi put his other hand on it before 
her. He just smiled sweetly at her. “Now take me there,” 


She nodded before rushing away. Kokichi followed at the same pass, his face displacing utter 
boredom. The woman looked terrified, which is ironic because she towers over Kokichi. She even 
looks stronger than Kokichi. Might help that he stole her gun and is currently pointing it at her. 
When they finally reached a room labeled “security” Kokichi nodded to her. 


“You have keys?” Kokichi crossed his arms. 
“Y... you can lockpick,” 


“And leave my back to you? You’re funny,” he pushed her to the door, watched her fumble with 
her keys, then opened the door. He continued to push her inside and lead her to the cameras. 


“Loop the footage, and delete anything of me,” Kokichi said. The woman quickly nodded and then 
began to work. “All of the rooms,” he said. 


The woman began to type something through the systems. Kokichi took it upon himself to explore 
the room. The room was filled with various danganronpa merchandise along with some files on 
random things. One was a filled file describing the security measures. 


He only began to skim over the file before ducking away from Mazushijosei’s attack. He jumped 
back, holding out his weapon. He was right, she looked strong, however, she was inexperienced. 


Kokichi rushed her, ducking a punch and hitting her in the diaphragm. She gasped harshly before 
being pushed back. Kokichi pushed her down to the ground and kept the gun pointed at her. 


“Did you know that the diaphragm is one of the best places to take down your opponent? Causes 
your lungs to spasm and makes it hard to breathe. Of course, I didn’t want to take it from you, 
despite your rebellion I still need you,” Kokichi frowned before stepping back and holding his hand 
out. “Now get up, we got things to do,” 


The woman slapped his hand away before standing up. Kokichi laughed to himself. “Your feisty, I 
like that, if you didn’t work for the killing game I would recruit you to DICE,” 


Mazushijozei stood up, walking back to the computers in shame. She bumped into him, giving him 
a scowl from that. It was annoying for Kokichi, meaning he had to watch her instead of exploring 
the room. He got up on the table and sat down, swinging his legs back and forth, watching her 
work. 


“Tt’s done... all the footage is looped and any present with you was deleted,” Mazushijozei said. 
“Ts there any more security here?” 

“Yes, there are a couple more people,” 

“Report an issue in the wing next to us,” 

“Huh?” 


“T’m getting impatient,” Kokichi frowned. Mazushijosei shrieked before she pulled up a phone to 
make a call. He told her everything to say, that she suspects that Kokichi Ouma is hiding 
somewhere in another hall. Once she was down she turned back to him. 


“Good!” Kokichi hopped down, he went through the footage, confirming she did what he asked. 
Once he was done, he turned around and stuck his tongue at her scowl before punching her in the 
jaw. She barely had time to make a sound before falling to the ground, knocked out. “That’s for 
sneaking up on me whore,” He leaned down grabbing her keycard, and pulling her to a closet 
before locking the door. 


But what if she speaks after we get out... ? 


Kokichi paused, thinking of a solution. He signed to himself when he realized what he will have to 
do, but for now, he wanted to explore. “I'll be back for you!” he said, turning out. 


Now that he had a bit more freedom. He decided to explore the rest of the surrounding area. The 
hallways were white, neon pink stripes lined the middle with every couple of steps were symbols 
of Monomi, Monokuma, and other famous mascots from the games. There was also a framed photo 
enlarged and displayed of the survivors of the first killing game from years ago. They would be 
maybe in their thirties or forties now. 


I wonder if they are still alive... 


There were a couple of rooms here or there, though none of them really piqued Kokichi’s interest, a 
lot seemed to be office cubicles. However, there was a nice lounge room complete with video 
game consoles, bean bag chairs, and a TV that took up half the wall. 


Another room seemed to be their finance room, it had the stock of danganronpa displayed on the 
wall. It stated it to be 230,300 yen at the moment with a minor rise. 


Would I be able to crash the stock? 


He continued to look into different rooms, trying to find something that interested him. At some 
point, there was an unlabeled room labeled “security storage”’. 


Don’t mind if I do. 
He swept the card through to enter. 


The room was filled to the brim of security guns and vests. Kokichi grabbed a small bag from the 
side and gathered up a couple of smaller guns for himself and Riko, none of the vests would fit 
either of them so there was no point in grabbing them. In the middle of the room was a collection 
of screens with different rooms. There seemed to be nothing on the screens, proving his friend 
actually did what he asked. 


I wonder what Karahara’s plan to get us out is. 


He started to scroll through the rooms, mentally mapping out areas ideas on what to do. He also 

took note of the locations of everyone still in the building. There weren't many people, likely all 

sent home because of the storm. Everyone in right now basically had to sleep there, case in point 
the connected hotel. 


Seeing nothing else to explore, he shut the door and locked it after himself. There was a 
danganronpa-themed clock on the ceiling. 


2:43... Riko tends to wake up at 3:00 


He signed to himself before deciding to head back to the area he and Riko were placed. He never 
actually thought of how the locked door is supposed to hide them. It’s good that he now has a 
couple of weapons with him just in case. It sucks more that he is trapped in the facility without any 
clue about allies and enemies. Passing by each room he returned to where he locked Mazushijosei 
in. 


Peeking inside the room Kokichi heard nothing. Either she is reading to beat whoever opens the 
closet she’s in, or she is still knocked out. The former is absolutely idiotic however Kokichi loaded 
a gun just in case when opening it. 


She was still sound asleep. He went through her pockets, grabbing her phone to pocket in his bag. 
He took a deep breath before he attempted to pick her up. 


Heavy! 


“Gheez, you need to lay off the cookies, I get they’re great and all...” Kokichi muttered to himself, 
dragging her across the floor. It didn’t help that his bag was filled to the brim with weapons. 


Neither she nor the bag will fit through the vent... 
“Oh my lord...” Riko said, nearly causing Kokichi to jump. 


“Heyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy RiRi,” Kokichi threw his head back to look at her. She crossed her arms 
at him. He could tell that she immediately rushed out of the room by the messy bun she attempted 
to hide her bedhead. 


She stared him down, looked at the bag, looked at the gun in Kokichi’s hand, looked at the 
unconscious woman he was dragging, then looked back at Kokichi. She lowered her head in defeat 
before grabbing the woman’s legs. 


“Ts she dead?” 


“What? No! Why would I kill someone?” Kokichi exasperated. Have I really changed that much? 
Riko shrugged before signing for Kokichi to grab her arms. The two both awkwardly carried her 
back to where Kokichi escaped. The door was wide open. 


“You could have used the door Kokichi,” Riko deadpanned. 


“T didn’t want to wake you, you get cranky like some she-kong,” Kokichi pouted as the two threw 
the woman on the bed. Kokichi ran over to a plushie, ripped it open, grabbed the fabric, then began 
to create a gag and blindfold for her. Riko quietly shut the door and locked it. 


“Was forty-fives that boring to you?” Riko said, grabbing another ripped piece of fabric to tie the 
woman’s hands and feet. 


“Yup! And you should see what I found,” Kokichi cheered before showing her the weapons. She 
only seemed mildly interested till she grabbed one of the guns, inspecting it. It was a handgun. 


“These are security guns?” 
“You know how to shoot it?” 


“Of course,” Riko said. Kokichi also showed her the phone. Riko narrowed her eyes and noticed 
the similarities between the woman on the lock screen and the woman in front of them. “She really 
used her pin-up as her lock screen?” 


“Oh really? Talk about a stupid slut,” Kokichi leaned over, actually analyzing the photo. It was 
actually quite... unimpressive. The phone required facial recognition, which was going to be more 
annoying than Kokichi wanted. 


“To get into the phone we’re gonna need to wake her up,” Kokichi said, holding the phone up to 
her face and taking out the mouth gag. 


“She is going to scream,” Riko said. “Maybe we could wake her for a moment then knock her 
out,” 


“That is a god-awful plan,” Kokichi frowned. 
“Got any better ideas,” 


“Actually yes, now if you can finally be useful, grab the gun and point it at her head,” Kokichi 
explained. Riko shook her head but took the handgun and checked to see if there was anything 
inside. 


After a moment of inspection, Riko began to take out all the bullets. Kokichi watched her do it and 
before he objected it clicked to him. They shared smiles before Kokichi took a deep breath, and 
slapped the woman as hard as he could. 


“Welcome to this place, guess you can call this hell, and we’re the psychopomps, explains why 
we’re not dead I guess!” Kokichi said, uncomfortably close to her face. He slowly removed the gag 
on her mouth. 


“H-” she began before Riko made sure she could feel the gun from behind her head. 


“Now Ms. Mazushijosei, can you be so kind as to either show us your beautiful face or give us your 


password, the password would be better because you could sleep the rest of the way,,” Kokichi 
said. The woman stared at him before she spat on him. Kokichi jumped back, wiping his face from 
her. 


Gross... 


When he looked back at her he could see Riko’s eyes laced with venom. She grabbed 
Mazushijosei’s hair and started to pull it back, causing her to yelp. She leveled the gun from the 
back of her head to her temple. All signs that Kokichi had to step in. 


“As you can see my friend is not as friendly which means I get to be good cop tonight, isn’t that 
great! Bet you didn’t expect that, did ya?” Kokichi locked his arms together. “Now, let’s play a 
little game,” Kokichi smiled. 


“You see my friend here removed half the bullets on that gun, which means you got a fifty percent 
chance of surviving the next shot, I bet more on less myself all the time,” Kokichi began to 
explain. “You have one chance, say anything you aren’t supposed to and she’ll shoot, scream for 
help and she’ II shoot, not that screaming will help, it’s still the middle of the night and you’re all 
alone... poor thing,” 


Kokichi clapped, causing her to flinch. “Now what’s the password?” he said. She continued to be 
silent, shutting her eyes. “Three... two.... One...” 


Riko didn’t hesitate. There was a silent clicking sound. The woman’s eyes shot open looking 
behind her. 


“Look! You got lucky! However, now the chance of dying is one hundred percent! Can I ask the 
question again?” Kokichi smiled to himself. “What. Is. The. password?” He darkened his tone. 
This adult woman, now quivering at the sight of a starved child. There was no feeling better than 
knowing that he has the potential to make all those who made him suffer pay. 


“Three...” Kokichi kept smiling. Riko leveled the gun. 


“Tt’s one one two three five six!” the woman cried. Even Riko looked surprised. Kokichi shrugged 
before checking the password. He got inside the phone. 


“Where do you store all your passwords?” Kokichi asked. 


“In my notes! Labeled strawberry shortcake recipe!” she said. Kokichi went into her notes app, 
found the tab, and scrolled through the recipe then scrolled down and found all her passwords. 
Kokichi looked back up at her, then looking at Riko and nodded. Riko took the signal and hit her in 
the back of the head with the gun, hard enough to knock her down again. She then went down to 
check her pulse. 


“The fact you have to check her pulse to see if she’s alive worries me,” Kokichi said. Riko’s face 
told him she was unimpressed. “But we got the passwords, and a neat baking recipe, [ll have to 
hand that to yasano when we get back,” 


“How far will her passwords get us?” Riko asked. Kokichi flashed her ID card. She was a security 
specialist, meaning it allowed at least access to cameras and if they were lucky, a bit of the names 
of the other workers. 


“Far enough,” Kokichi started to search through her contacts. “This woman might have OCD, this 
is scarily organized,” he went through each folder, finding a couple of saved websites as well. 


“No, it seems she just likes to match things by aesthetic, look at her background,” 
“What?” Kokichi looked at her in disbelief. 


“What? Women do it all the time,” Riko shrugged. “You should try it, I dunno, get in touch with 
your feminine side,” 


“And here you are all time saying I’m too feminine,” Kokichi said. 
“You are, I’m just saying you should commit,” Riko deadpanned. 


“H- huh? You’re saying ’'m... ’m not manly? You’re so mean!” Kokichi began to tear up. Riko 
just rolled her eyes. 


“Don’t scream, you’ ll catch attention,” 
“But no one was there!”’ Kokichi cried. 
“You were lucky,” 


“Annnnnnyways, we should actually begin creating a plan, because I don’t trust Mr. I can’t even 
bother showing my face to the people I claim to save,” 


“T don’t know...” Riko muttered to herself. “Hopefully Akira can take care of the woman when he 
comes,” 


“T would like that... but he will get mad at us... but we now have to entertain the whore,” Kokichi 
frowned before being hit in the head by Riko. 


“Who is teaching you that! You never swore like this before the game,” 


“People change,” Kokichi darkened his voice. 
“Better or for worse?” Riko looked down at him. It was of annoyance, if she were concerned for 
him, she didn’t show it. If anything, she looked disappointed. 


“What does that mean?” Kokichi frowned as Riko turned away. He wanted to reach out to her, 
though he had absolutely no clue what she was saying. 


Have I changed that much? 


Through the past few months Kokichi has been through beyond hell. Shortly after he was found by 
those at danganronpa they had a medic check him over to make sure he wasn’t about to die. As 
soon as they figured he wasn’t seconds away from dying, they decided to throw him in whatever 
cell they assumed would be ok. 


Kokichi recalled feeling like he was in a puppy mill. Staying in the corner of a cell. The people 
threw in food as if he were rabid. He hated it. He hated how pathetic he was. He was back to how 
he was four years ago. At least then he had someone with him. 


Kokichi had no hopes when he first met Akira. It was another case of a guard dragging him to a 
room, him expecting someone to integrate him. What he actually saw was someone Kokichi could 
spot anywhere. A liar. Not that the man just kicked down the door and began screaming the sky 
was red, but rather the way he held himself, from his tone to his body language, Kokichi could tell 
that he could snap into any emotion at any time. Kokichi even tested him at their first meeting, 
which seemed to annoy Akira more than anything. 


They continued to play the game till Akira got sick of him. Kokichi mostly just assumed Akira 
would disappear again and maybe another person would come in to entertain his boredom. Instead, 
he came in holding a computer. 


“T wanted to talk to you, Mr. Ouma!” Akira walked in with a smile, completely out of character 
from most visits, next to him was Haruhi Amami, who rolled her eyes at the reaction. Haruhi was 
the person in charge of him 


“Just do what you want with him, beat him to the ground, just don’t kill him,” Haruhi crossed her 
arms before turning away. 


“This is the first time you came around daytime,” Kokichi said, he liked the interrogation room 
more, it allowed him to lean back on his chair, and rest his legs on the table. Akira was nice as 
well, he would allow Kokichi to do that. The other people would sometimes slam his face into the 
table. 


“Yes...” Akira said. He walked over to the small camera on the corner, held up some weird device 
from his bag, then leveled his expression to meet with Kokichi. “I have something to show you,” 


“Ooo, you are now outsourcing help from your prisoners?” Kokichi smiled. “Maybe if you give me 
a piece of gum,” 


“Why do you want gum?” Akira frowned. Frankly, gum is the last thing Kokichi needs. He hasn’t 
showered, barely ate, and he would die for a new change of clothes. However, he knew that team 
danganronpa wanted him to beg. They want him to beg for basic necessities to be happy. They 
wanted to see him break. 


“Because I can pop it really loud and annoy you,” Kokichi grinned. Akira just stared blankly at 
him for a bit before going into his pocket and throwing a piece of bubble gum. Kokichi caught it, 
all heer it a bit confused. 


“Tt helps me with stress,” Akira explained while grabbing something from the bag, a small 
computer. It wasn’t like normal team danganronpa computers. They usually have a monokuma 
face on them. This one was a plain silver one. “If you would prefer, you can drop the act, no one 
outside is watching besides Koichi,” 


“And who is this Koichi?” Kokichi began to fiddle with the gum before opening it up and throwing 
it in his mouth. 


“My boss, and someone who is very clear on helping you escape,” 
“Yeah? And what would he get out of that?” 


“T don’t know,” Akira sighed. “Koichi has a thing where he likes to rescue those he finds 
interesting, collects them... like pets,” 


“Tf you think I’m gonna become anyone’s pet,” Kokichi sneered. 


“No, Koichi expressed that you're different from anyone else he let free. Most of the time he goes 
behind the scenes, asking for orders to be changed, calling parents to warn them about their kid 
about to be kidnapped, getting events canceled that would seal the deal for an ultimate... he 
wanted me to talk to you directly,” 


“TI see, so what’s on there,” 


“An email chain, between myself and the mastermind of the current game,” Akira said. Kokichi 
had no clue why he would leak his and someone else’s privacy. It would be nice to know the 
identity of the mastermind. 


The email chain was too vague to have any clue. Kokichi just rolled his eyes before starting to go 
through the list. It was a semi-recent chain about the game and things that upset them, all things 
considered, it was boring, but it did hold a lot of useful information about the status of the 
company anda... 

“Riko Yukiyume,” Kokichi deadpanned. 


ce Yes, ” 
“How is she here?” Kokichi put his legs down from the table, leaning over it to face Akira. 
“T do not know,” 


“T don’t like that answer... you are going to give me an answer I like,” Kokichi was only a couple 
of centimeters from Akira’s face. If he could give Akira props, it’s for not being fazed at all. It 
might also help how much of a mess Kokichi is. 


“Koichi knows why, however, he did not believe I needed that information to do my job, simply my 
Job is to show you the emails of the mastermind’s plans and inform you of both Riko Yukiyume and 
Kaito Momota’s status,” Akira deadpanned. Kokichi didn’t even notice Kaito’s name over Riko’s. 
It was a bit too much to take in. 


Kokichi leaned back in his chair, putting his hand through his hair and reading through the emails 
again. The mastermind’s plans to eliminate Riko. 


“Tf you are worried, don’t be, we’ve been watching her for a while with our own cameras that 
aren’t connected to the killing game, but to get her out, we would need your assistance,” Akira 
said. 


“You were the one to recommend the mastermind kill her!” Kokichi shouted. 
“T only did what Koichi told me to,” 


“God! Do you have any free will or are you just using this person as your scapegoat?” Kokichi 
said. Eventually, he just gave up and began typing on the computer. Once he was finished sending 
the email he pushed it over to Akira. “Wait for a response with me, if you need to call your lord or 
boss or whatever for guidance, then get him on,” 


“Koichi doesn’t want to speak to you right now,” Akira said, 
“And why not?” 


“T don’t know...” Akira said, he looked down. “I apologize, for the inconvenience,” he sighed, 
looking at the email, reading it over. “You managed to mimic me perfectly, ” 


“Tt’s what I do, that’s what all of us do,” Kokichi said. The computer made a ringing sound, 
indicating that there was another email. Kokichi grabbed the computer, reading it over. He studied 
the wording and the questions the email gave, narrowing his eyes. “Just like this,” 


“What about this?” 


“This wasn’t written by the same person as before, I'll give a good guess that my friend got into 


your pathetic mastermind’s secret cavern,” Kokichi started to type something. 
“Are you informing her that it’s you?” Akira said. 


“God no! I could be wrong, ya’know?” Kokichi raised an eyebrow, “what I need is her to trust 
me... or you to be precise,” he continued to type. It didn’t take him long before he got a response. 


“Kokichi acting erratic is kinda similar to how he did at the end of his killing game, was it the 
same type? Maybe there is some connection, though that’s hard to gauge, maybe his brother and 
that Komi girl were people he knew like Riko?” Kokichi read. “Who the hell is Komi?” 


“What are you hiding from me?” 


“1 don’t know,” Akira said. Kokichi narrowed his eyes. Akira was telling a half-truth, likely that 
he knew where she got the name from, but he has no clue who Komi actually is. There was another 
ring from the computer. Kokichi began to read the email out loud. 


“Dear god Akira, you really are an idiot to believe that was me, well because you can’t figure it 
out yourself, the BITCH got in... that part was in all caps and bold so I had to yell it,” Kokichi 
smiled when he saw Akira flinch. “Just ignore those last two emails from me, I want to kill her so 
badly,” 


Kokichi’s voice trailed at the very end, rereading the final part. Within that time Akira grabbed the 
computer and began to type something. Akira kept his face completely blank, and Kokichi 
mimicked it. 


“What are you typing?” he deadpanned. Akira didn’t answer him. Once he was finished he shut 
the computer and put it in his bag before taking out his phone and dialing a number. 


“Koichi, we need to clear the hallways, Ms. Mikan found the girl going through the mastermind 
room,” Akira said. There was a pause. “Alright... yes, thank you,” he shut off the phone and 
walked over to Kokichi, and took out a key. 


“You had the key the whole time? If I could look over I could have grabbed it!” Kokichi whined. 


“You could have easily jumped me, or used the pin on the computer to lockpick it,” Akira 
deadpanned. 


“You calling me an idiot?” 


“Not at all, in fact, you knew I could beat you in a fight in your condition, that’s why you put the 
pin in your hair instead of doing it directly,” Akira unlocked the lock and grabbed Kokichi’s arm. 
He nearly dragged Kokichi out of the chair, heading to the door. 


“Where are we going?” Kokichi said. 
“You don’t trust me,” 
“And the sky is blue, congratulations Ravenclaw,” 


“But you have to, because I’m about to do a lot of things that you will object to,” Akira, first the 
first time since he dropped his act, smiled. 


“That was out of line...”” Riko muttered. 


“Huh?” Kokichi snapped back to reality to Riko facing him. 
“T’m sorry Kokichi,” Riko said, sitting back on the bed. “I’ve just been worried,” 
“Yeah... I figured,” Kokichi said, going to his bed. “Maybe we can actually get some sleep,” 


“One of us has to stay awake, make sure she doesn’t wake up,” Riko said. “You go to sleep, you 
been through a lot,” 


sR? 


“No, I don’t care if you are the leader, go to sleep, yell at me when we are free, and actually have 
some energy,” Riko deadpanned. Kokichi was ready to object, to lecture her about telling him what 
to do. Though he also knew it was kinda his fault. 


Besides, this was the first time he was in a place he could sleep with someone he felt safe with. 


Chapter End Notes 
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night" just as the memory Riko gained). Kokichi might have less just because I want a 
sense of mystery behind him and his actions but overall I also imagine his mind is less 
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but I want to know if this could be a turnoff for readers, and if so how would you like 
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See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Riko spent most of the night reading quietly. There were a couple of classic books supplied. A lot 
of works from Dazai, Ranpo, Tanizaki, and Akutagawa. She mainly read while Kokichi slept, or 
better yet, while she waited for Kokichi to fall asleep. It took much longer than Riko would have 
liked for Kokichi to actually fall asleep. She didn’t dare move from her place to make a noise. 


Kokichi was already a light sleeper, but since the game, she predicted he’s gotten even worse. 
Sometimes there were cases where he would be awoken by an object across the house falling, 
meaning only a few select members of DICE could run about during the night. 


Another thing that bugged her was she had no clue when Akira was going to come in. She would 
love to talk to him in private. She didn’t have access to Kiibo, who she could only assume is either 
with Akira and Koichi or back with DICE. That would mean her friends knew that she was alive as 
well as Kokichi. The feeling made her a warm sort of fuzzy, and she didn’t like it. She shouldn’t be 
feeling any form of good until she could get herself and Kokichi out to feel the sun again. 


I can’t even do that because of the storm... 


Riko flipped the page back a couple after she realized she hadn’t retained a single thing written. 
She also probably read the same line at least eight times. That’s the annoying thing about thinking 
all the time. Riko enjoyed music, and podcasts, things that could keep her mind from diving down. 
Kokichi liked the silence, he enjoyed getting lost in his own mind. 


She had to admit they put a lot of effort into accommodating them. From the looks outside, their 
little hideaway was in an office for some figure. It didn’t say who it was for, though from the way 
Akira talked about it, he had no worries about this room. 


“Koichi would like to see you,” Akira said right next to her. Apparently, within her daze, he 
managed to walk into the room and not make a single sound, because Kokichi was still out like a 
lamp. Unless he was drugged, which Kokichi would notice if there was an attempt. 


“What about?” she whispered, keeping her eyes on Kokichi. 
“T am unaware,” 


“T won’t leave him alone,” 


“T’ll be here,” 
“Then who will escort me?” 
“T will,” 


“Then that leaves an opening, he will wake up, notice I’m gone, get suspicious, leave, go 
missing,” 


“Would you like me to give you directions?” Akira tilted his head. “Stay here?” 
“He doesn’t trust you,” 

“T know,” 

“So you know the answer to that, besides I’m not as good at sneaking,” 

“Then what do you propose?” 

“Bring your boss here,” 

“T can’t do that,” 

“Why not?” 

“He'll explain,” 


“That’s trustworthy,” she hated everything about leaving Kokichi with Akira to talk with a man 
who she knows nothing about. However... She would like to meet the man. Riko stood up, 
walking over to Kokichi. She gently put her hands on his shoulder, whispering to his ear. 
“Koko...” 


“Yes...” he replied lazily. 


“T will be gone for a few minutes, I can meet with Akira’s boss,” that seemed to get Kokichi’s 
attention, though Riko put a bit more pressure on his shoulder before he could jump up. “Just sit 
tight, I will tell you everything when I get back,” 


“Why can’t I come?” Kokichi said. It sounded less whiny than he would usually do. 


“Because for whatever reason Koichi doesn’t want to see you, I want to find out why,” Riko said 
before shutting her eyes for a second. “Just sit tight Koko,” she kissed his temple. 


“Take a gun with you...” Kokichi whispered. Riko nodded before standing up and facing Akira. 
“Alright, take me,” Riko said, walking over to Kokichi’s bag. “But I’m bringing a weapon,” 
“And how did you receive that?” Akira asked. 


“You see you seem to worship your boss, treat him as a god,” Riko said, taking out a couple of 
weapons, and leaving them on the ground. Riko looked over at Kokichi, while he appeared 
peacefully asleep she could tell his mind was well awake, well aware. She smiled warmly. 


“Mine is less of one, he is more of a small street rat that knows his way around,” Riko kept the 
last gun, confirming it was loaded and wedging it between her skirt. 


The hallways were completely empty again, the only employee of team danganronpa besides Akira 
she’s seen as the security woman they are keeping unconscious under the bed. Akira didn’t seem 
bothered by it, being alone, he wasn’t aware of the unconscious woman. 


“So how much power does this Koichi have, or did we happen to catch you guys on winter break,” 
Riko said. 


“The majority of staff left due to the storm, anyone still here is easily moved by Koichi, or to you, 
Mr. Karahara,” Akira explained. 


“So Mr. Koichi has a lot of authority here, someone with that much power yet doesn’t seem so 
fond of the company he works for,” 


“Mr. Karahara’s operation has been going for a long time,” 
“So is he allowing the children to die or is he sitting ideally while they do?” 


“Oh please, Ono is a good man, stop interrogating him,” a voice called from in front of them. It 
was an older man. Crystal blue eyes, his balding head covered by a hat. “Now Akira, leave the girl 
with me,” 


Akira gave a polite bow before heading out. The man backed inside the room, signaling Riko to 
follow him. Riko hesitated for a moment before walking in. It was an office. Nicely decorated, a 
couch in the middle. Riko walked across the counter, noticing a photograph of a young woman. 


“My wife, she’s beautiful isn’t she?” Karahara said. 
“She seems about half your age,” 


“Tt’s an older photo, sadly she is no longer with us, and neither are our two sons, they were 
beautiful too, Nishiki was my oldest, very recluse, Ilya, god he was a devil child, extremely hyper, 
always wanted to play with us,” 


“Tlya is an odd name,” 


“It’s Russian, the woman there is my second wife actually, Nishiki was my first, old wife, new wife 
new life, we wanted the kill to fit in more,” 


“And why are you telling me this?” 


“Because those three meant the world to me, people who I would burn the world down for,” 
Karahara said, he grabbed the photo, giving it a warm look. “She looks just like him, doesn’t she... 
you have someone who you would do that for, right?” 


... yes,” Riko said. 


“Then I believe both of us will be good friends and allies because we both share something in 
common, you, of course, would do anything for Kokichi Ouma,” 


“But why do you care about Kokichi Ouma?” 


“That’s the type I am,” Karahara said. “I find those I deem interesting and I wish for them to 
thrive,” 


“That’s just how you are?” Riko raised an eyebrow. 


“T like to find kids, similar to my own, give them hope, help them out of any trouble they are in, 
and what more trouble than the killing game,” 


“Ts that how you met Akira?” 


“Oh that is a good story, Ill save it for later,” Karahara grinned. ““Gota save some of the suspense, 
however, believe me when I say, I will have a lot of answers to questions you might have as time 
goes out,” 


“But right now you want to get me and Kokichi out of here,” 


“Yes, tragically, you were all stuck here and I have to use my resources a bit early to get you out, 
however for you my dear,” Karahara put the photo down before walking over to Riko. “Kokichi 
Ouma will be the key to ending everything, you know that already don’t you,” he grinned. Riko 
stepped back, looking up at him before grabbing her arms. 


“.. all I want is a peaceful life for us,” 


“And you will never get that with team danganronpa with you,” Karahara backed away from her, 
grabbing a phone. “You are the ultimate liar, yes?” 


“Yes,” 


“Then you shall never tell Kokichi that we have contact, you will work with me personally to stop 
team danganronpa,” Karahara handed her the phone. It was a flip phone, with only a couple of 
numbers listed, including one listed for Akira as well as a couple of others. Riko went through 
them, noticing there was a photo album containing a couple of photos. A lot of them were of 
people Riko never met or seen, the quality seeming from a couple of years ago as well. 


“What are these for?” Riko picked out one photo. It showed a blue-haired girl, holding the hand 
of a teenager. The image was extremely blurry, and it was her looking from behind. The majority 
of the scene was obscured. 


“Thought you might want to look into them, though from that one specifically if you find any 
information about it, do not tell anyone except for me, trust me on that,” 


“Alright, anything else?” Riko shut the phone. “I don’t like leaving Kokichi alone,” 


“Nope, all your questions will be answered with time, get rested, in one day you will be breaking 
out, Akira will detail you with the plan,” Karahara said. 


Riko sighed to herself, giving a small chuckle. Karahara gave her an off look. 
“What’s that for?” Riko turned away, giving him a sly smile. 


“T’m sure Kokichi has a better one,” 


oh KK OK 


When Yuuma got the message he was stuck in bed. He couldn’t sleep, making that the fourth night 
in a row. He just rubbed his eye before picking up the phone. It was Kiibo who had a message to 
give. 


He doesn’t know how to break the news to them. There is no result online to the question, “how do 


I tell my friends and family that their friend escaped the killing game, their leader is alive and they 
are working with a shady man to escape?” not that he searched that. 


He only had to confide with Kiibo about it which resulted in multiple breakdowns in his room. 
Though Kiibo wasn’t a good person to confine with because he somehow responded back by 
crying. Kiibo is a robot. How? 


He thought about talking about it with Ms. Momota, she was a grandmother, and she should know 
how to comfort someone in this situation, but no matter what she says to Yuuma about forgiveness 
and such, her kid is dead because of his kid. Detective Saihara wouldn’t understand, his kid was 
alive as well and there wasn’t really a period where he could openly doubt that. Naomi would just 
feel sad that it wasn’t her sister. 


It was another issue with those at DICE, Misaki might take the news the best, though something 
told him he didn’t want to reveal it to her first. The youngest three were out of the question. Ren 
would also criticize him for hiding it for a couple of hours instead of waking up the whole house. 
There was a chance that Sachi already knew from Kiibo. Daido seemed to be the best option, he 
had no reason to eliminate him from the list. 


It was actually quite easy to find him. Dadio was in the gym, lifting a couple of weights. He was 
alone, which was good. Despite his demeanor, Daido was more recluse than the rest of them. He 
tended to spend his alone time either in the gym or in his own room, sewing. The duality of the 
man astounds Yuuma. 


“Aye aye,” Yuuma called out. He made sure he wasn’t going to surprise him while he was lifting 
something, he didn’t want him to get hurt. Daido turned his head over to see Yuuma, who leaned 
on the doorframe. He gave a subtle smile before putting the weight down. 


“Hey! You can come in ya’know,” Daido sat up, signaling for Yuuma to come in. A room full of 
sweat. While he did his fair share of workouts and training, Yuuma hated how gross gyms were. 
He did prefer the at-home gym then the public workout clubs. When he lived in the streets they 
snuck in there to take showers and have access to basic hygiene. Riko and Yuuma always took 
advantage of showering while Kokichi would often forget they were a thing once they got the 
mansion. Kokichi was a criminal in how often he forgot about basic needs. Misaki had to mother 
him once she came along. 


“Yeah... is anyone else coming in?” Yuuma crossed his arms. 
“Not that I know about? You want to talk to me in private?” 


“Yeah... well...” Yuuma began to walk in, shutting the door behind him, sealing his fate. Either 
Dadio is going to be suspicious of him, or he just breaks the news. “I got a response from 
Kiibo...” 


“Oh really? That’s great! What did he say? Wait, why are you going to me for this...?” 


“So that’s the thing... it’s best to just, hey Kiibo,” Yuuma pulled out his phone, where Kiibo’s 
little icon flared to life. He walked to sit next to Daido, showing him the phone. “Can you show the 
message that Riko passed over to us?” 


“Oh ok... do you plan to just show it to each person individually?” Kiibo asked. 
“Um... I don’t know, just show it to Daido,” 


“Alrighty then,” Kiibo disappeared from the screen before showing a written message. Daido 


narrowed his eyes before he began to read. 


Hello, due to the storm, we will not be able to communicate on regular terms, I will also keep this 
quite encoded for the sake of those stalking this message, and for those who are, Hiiiiya! 


Anyways, there are only a few things we really need to discuss, firstly, Izanami is alive, do not 
believe the TV, believe the transmission from your inside man over that. Second we have found 
help, there is a group of people who apparently are working from the inside to destroy team 
danganronpa, shady but that’s what they say, it doesn’t matter to me honestly, either they are 
trustworthy and provide me with some use, or they are god awful at keeping their prisoners. 


But in case of that, whatever plan they create I am not going to listen to, because I already created 
my own. I do not want to worry you from the outside, so you just listen to what I tell you to do. 


I figured we are no longer under the sea, which is nice, however, I cannot tell for certain what 
facility we are trapped in. However, I plan to shine a brilliant orange beacon out for you to look 
out for. Wait out at the beautiful ocean... though with the storm, it isn’t that pretty... 


Anyways, wait and we’ll be running out, just pick us up. This is all during the eye of course. I 
would hide that information but I mean... When else can I escape? 


Anyways this message should go to Pluto first and above all else. I mean you could read this if you 
aren’t Pluto, but I wouldn’t recommend it, hint hint, all the first words in this passage is a super 
complex code that you won’t get. 


To the glory of the undeserving! 
“Ts this from Riko?” Daido looked up at him, his eyes brightening. 
“No...” Yuuma muttered. Dadio’s face sank thinking of the implications. 


“But... Izanami is Riko’s codename... no one else would know that except for DICE members,” 
Daido said. 


“To the glory of the undeserving... that was Kokichi’s code to me,” Yuuma said. “I am the only 
one who knows...” 


“Kokichi’s dead Yuuma,” Daido said. “They could have just interrogated-” 


“When? When could they ask for that phrase? Given a situation where he would reveal that? 
Before he died before they had a hint that Riko would be there, and that her codename is Izanami? 
when has Kokichi ever broken like that? And before you say Riko Riko didn’t know, I know she 
didn’t know,” Yuuma stood up, raising his voice. 


“There is no way he is alive, we all accepted this Yuuma, except for you and Riko,” Daido said. 
Yuuma signed, running his hands through his hair. 


“Of course you don’t believe me, god...” he began to turn away. 

“Are you planning to do something stupid?” Daido stood up, running toward him. 
“No, I am going to talk to Ren,” 

“Awe yes, the driver, the person who drives us places,” 


“Ren’s my best friend, or did you forget that?” Yuuma said. 


“Um... please don’t fight,” Kiibo rang through the phone. “I can confirm what Yuuma is 
saying...” 


“How?” Daido asked. 


“T talked to Riko, and she said she managed to figure out what happened in the hangar... and no 
one actually got crushed that night!” 


“No one died...” Daido looked up a Yuuma.” did you talk to him?” 


“No... after I helped Riko someone put me in another device, I talked with someone else, he didn’t 
give me his name, but he did confirm without a doubt that Kokichi was alive,” 


“Is he... is Kokichi really alive?” 


“According to Riko, Kaito faked the whole thing, took the fall to keep him alive somewhere 
hidden... which means...” Kiibo began to explain. 


“Kokichi won the trial,” Daido smiled. “He won, and he’s alive, no one died!” 
“DICE can finally come back...” Yuuma said. 
“DICE?” someone said from far away. Both Yuuma and Daido snapped their heads to see Maki. 


“Fuck,” Daido muttered. Maki was standing at the base of the stairwell, arms at her side. Knowing 
his fate, Yuuma gently pushed Daido to the side and put up the persona he had when he first 
kidnapped her. 


“Heh... I never introduced us properly...”” Yuuma gave a small chuckle. Maki’s eyes seemed to be 
glowing at him. He took a deep breath. “We’re... DICE...” Maybe with Daido here she won’t 
strangle me. 


He was wrong. 


By the time everyone began to run downstairs to see what was going on, Maki already had Yuuma 
in a chokehold. He should have guessed the ultimate assassin would be able to easily take down 
opponents stronger than her, but he didn’t expect it to be that fast. Now Daido was on the ground, 
gasping for air because of him. 


“H... hey... isn’t... t- this... ironic,” Yuuma managed to mutter out, only being able to stare into 
Maki’s eyes. 


“Why did you hide that from me?” Maki growled. 

“Y- you know... th-that I... can’t... breathe...” 

“Maki!” Shuichi called out. 

“Oh god!” Naomi said. Oh great, are they together now? 

“Girl put her down,” Ren said. 

“You want to know what he’s been hiding from us Shuichi?” Maki said. 


“We hide a lot of things you got to be more specific,” Ren called out. “But first, can you not kill 
Yuuma?” Ren darkened his voice before he swapped to a calmer tone. “I’m sure we can discuss 


this without any casualties tonight, we all dealt with too much loss for that,” 


It seemed to spark something in Maki because after a second she dropped Yuuma on the ground. 
He coughed into his hand trying to catch his breath. He kept his hand to his throat as he looked up 
at the assassin. Ren walked over, offering a hand for him. When Yuuma took it, Ren pulled him up 
close enough for him to whisper something. 


“T don’t think you’ re getting out of this one,” he whispered harshly. Yuuma paused, thinking before 
giving a small smile. 


“Yeah, I just about accepted that,” 
“Eh...” Daido muttered, shrugging. 


“But firstly... keep her away from me,” Yuuma pointed at Maki. Shuichi was the one assigned by 
default to come over to her. He began to talk to her, trying to calm her down. 


“Maki... please don’t,” 
“How am I supposed to be calm? These people kidnapped us and lied to us,” 


“But if it wasn’t for them we would still be stuck outside, and with the storm, we should at least be 
thankful to have shelter,” 


“Aren’t you a little biased?” 
“Huh?” 


“You got your uncle back, you met Kaede’s sister, and from the look in your eyes, you knew a lot 
more than I did,” Maki scolded. “I’m right, aren't I? You wouldn’t be so calm if I weren’t,” 


“... yes [ knew, Yuuma was afraid you would overreact,” Shuichi tried to explain. 
“Overreact? And you think keeping that from me would calm me down?” 


“Frankly... I didn’t think that through... it was Kokichi’s job,” Yuuma commented, receiving 
multiple glares. “Save it your judgment for later idiots,” 


“So are you ok with that? Living with DICE?” Maki asked. “People who follow Kokichi like it’s 
some religion?” 


“DICE was like his family, that’s what his motive video said, they didn’t do any major crimes, just 
small pranks,” Shuichi said. 


“Are you going to believe monokuma?” Maki said. 
“Would you believe us?” Ren asked. “Because I can confirm all of that right now,” 


“Your former leader didn’t have a track record of telling the truth,” Maki said. Shuichi, Naomi, and 
Ren all recoiled to that. Ren looked angrier while Naomi and Shuichi just seemed surprised. The 
term “former leader” still left a bitter taste in Yuuma’s mouth, despite what he knows. It made him 
feel more like a fake, a placeholder till they get Kokichi and Riko back. 


And we are wasting time arguing when we should be saving them! 


“Why the hell would I lie about that?” Yuuma put his hands on his hips, walking to Maki. “I would 


like to remind you we aren’t on any good terms for you stabbing Ren alone. Kokichi was like a 
brother to me... no he was a brother to me, and I was only keeping you three around and doing all 
of this to respect his wishes, which include you getting your asses upstairs so I can give you this 
message,” 


“Was?” Maki glared. 

“Yuuma?” Naomi walked to him, prepared to pull him away from Maki’s grip. 
“Just shut up for once in your life you killer brat,” 

“Do you want to die?” Maki’s eyes darkened. 


“Oh, you are going to do that to me huh? You still can’t get beyond your programming? Or maybe 
that’s who you actually are outside the game?” Yuuma crossed his arms. 


“Excuse me?” Maki began to make a movement. 


“Yall can you shut the fuck up!” Kazu called from the top of the staircase. “You’re bickering got 
the whole fucking party here, and I don’t wanna go into this shitty basement, so get ya asses up 
here because if Yuums says he has a message, I wanna know,” 


Everyone looked at him in sheer disbelief. Kazu... as the peacekeeper? What was he doing, he was 
making arguments, causing a mess of things, snapping at people, swearing... he never usually 
swore. Yuuma stepped back, putting a hand through his hair and taking an exhale. 


“Alright... everyone get up there,” Yuuma made a circular motion with his arm. He eyed Daido for 
a moment, who mouthed something along the lines of, “this is gonna suck for you,”. Yuuma 
couldn’t help but agree. 


oh KK ok 


The living room was quite spacious, it usually held roughly ten people for game nights or 
hangouts, though adding three more people if one were to exclude the missing, meant a lack of 
comfort everyone was used to. It also called awareness that none of them really grouped together 
since Kokichi “died”. 


Tonight that would change, Yuuma will be able to bring back home, bring back the status quo, to 
cut out any emotion moving on arcs they would have by telling them Kokichi was alive. Kiibo was 
able to prove that with Riko’s testimony, though Yuuma has to admit that a robot’s secondhand 
word from someone they have no access to was hard proof. Sure he had the message with things 
only Yuuma would know, but that’s again things only he would know. They would have to trust 
him and trust Kiibo, who in turn has to trust Riko, and in turn, needs to trust Kokichi and this 
mysterious entity. 


Which is a lot more trust than anyone likely wanted to give. This also doesn’t account for the fact 
that Maki Harukawa is seconds away from killing him and informing her that Kokichi is alive and 
Kaito probably died for nothing will speed that process up. 


Might as well rip off the bandage. 
“Earlier today I got a message from Kiibo, it was from inside the killing game,” 


“Kiibo? Why didn’t he tell me?” Sachi asked. 


“When have you two been so close?” Misaki asked. 


“Kiibo and IJ tend to watch Sachi work... it’s interesting,” Himiko muttered. Misaki shrugged 
before getting her composure back. 


“That’s because he wanted it to just go to me... the messenger, not Kiibo,” Yuuma said. “I had 
Kiibo send it all to you in an email, but this message I believe is firm proof... that Kokichi is 
alive,” 


“What?” Namie tilted her head. 


“Yeah, that’s what Daido and I were talking about before we were... rudely interrupted,” Yuuma 
crossed his arms. “But from what Kiibo says, Kaito managed to cheat the trial,” 


“So I didn’t get it right...”” Shuichi muttered. “Kaito managed to lie the whole time?” 


“He probably knew that he was going to die no matter what,” Nao muttered. Everyone turned to 
him. “If I can bet anything, Kaito decided to save him last minute, he was more included to sell his 
lie because he knew if they were aware of Kokichi being alive... then they would go back... and 
kill him,” 


“But why didn’t they kill him after they found him, assuming they already did,” Shuichi said. “T 
doubt he would be in the shape to survive the rest of the killing game, nonetheless how much time 
it’s been,” 


“They likely either saw no use in killing him or found a use for him to stay alive,” Saihara 
answered, giving Shuichi a smile. 


“T could look into that,” Sachi said before pulling out his planner and writing it in. 

“Would that be before or after Riko joined the killing game?” Naomi asked. 

“That’s all insane! He isn’t dead, he died on live TV!” Namie cried. 

“Well there is no real body to display, there was always a chance it was faked,” Shuichi muttered. 


“And we might have missed something, not like we were looking for Kokichi...” Himiko 
muttered. 


“But we were,” Maki crossed her arms. 


“\.. anyways... there’s a lot of things I don’t get... but something never sat right with me... for 
example, why was there just blood, why weren’t there other things like bone fragments, guts, and 
other body parts,” 


“Nyeh... that makes my stomach queasy,” Himiko muttered. 


“When I think about it, ’m surprised none of you caught it... but it’s an emotional situation, I 
doubt you can think clearly in that,” Misaki said. “I never watched the show, so I should have 
looked at it...” 


“Even if you called it out I doubt we would believe you,” Daido patted her shoulders. “Don’t stress 
yourself,” it seemed to ease her a little. 


“But still, it could be a trap,” Misaki said 


“Tt probably is a trap,” Maki corrected. 


“T dunno... ’'m on Yuuma’s side for this one, no matter the chance, if Kokichi and Riko are alive 
then damn well I am taking that chance to save them,” Ren put his hands behind his head. “I mean 
if you lot want to pick your sides we can have a scrum debate about it,” 


“Really?” Sachi looked at him, and Ren just grinned. “But yeah I agree, tell me what you need me 
to do and I’m up to whatever your plan is boss,” boss... still feels odd. 


“Right! Kazu and the twins will be coming with Ren and I, leave room for the idiots,” 
“T actually want to come...” Shuichi perked up. 

“Eh?” Namie turned to him. “We might be clowns but the car can’t fit twenty of us,” 
“Tf that’s alright with all of you...” Shuichi continued. “I know it’s a bit risky,” 
“Risky is the least of my problems, no,” Saihara said. 


“What if Maki comes with me?” Shuichi suggested. Everyone turned to Maki, who seems 
displeased by the whole thing. 


“Shuichi-” she tried to say, she paused for a moment before she leaned back in her chair, unwilling 
to argue with him. “I just...” 


“IT know you’re uncomfortable, I know Kokichi has done some horrible things,” Shuichi stood up, 
looking at everyone. “Can I talk to you in private?” Maki nodded. The two walked out of the 
room. 


“He really just ignored your opinion...” Namie rested her face on her hand. “What do you plan to 
do?” 


“T don’t know... I'll talk to him when he gets back, Yuuma, I don’t want him going with you,” 


“If he decides to come or not, he might be the only way to drag Maki and we could use her skills, if 
they do, then Kazu will stay hope, we’ll just have to fit,” 


“Aye, what the fuck!” 


“But everyone sit tight, the second the skies clear out, we’re gonna be heading straight for team 
danganronpa hq,” Yuuma turned around and walked out of the room, not prepared for more 
arguments and discussion. Heading out of the room he could see Shuichi and Maki talking, it 
seemed to be getting head. 


He had no plan he had no clue, just a message from Kokichi on what he should do, it wasn’t much, 
meaning Kokichi or whoever in there has little need for them right now. He ran his hand through 
his hair. 


You know... Kokichi is alive... Riko is alive... they are alive, just calm down... calm down... they 
are alive. 


bonus image of Riko and Kokichi 


Chapter End Notes 


so I think I rewrote the ending of this chapter like... 5 times? anyways DICE is back, 
they are great. I was shadow banned on insta, it told me to fix it I have to take 2 days 
off so I deleted the app, sadly that falls within chapter posting time so I can't advertise 
it right now, I might end up plugging it on each chapter because I need views people I 
crave attention lol 

but in general, in the coming chapters, I will stick in here because I plan to show a lot 
of art and such for it. 

now I must go splatoon more, I would write a fic for splatoon at this point but that 
would be more of an oc even compared to this one. I do feel bad that I focus so much 
on oc characters, I try to counter this by giving as many scenes with the og cast as 
possible. It's a hard balance, also Kokichi is a pain to write, I'm hoping once they 
escape I can play around with writing him better. 


also, why is Riko wearing Kaito's jacket? Well that does happen next chapter and why, 
but I promised the image this chapter and I feel bad, besides it's not like a spoiler or 
anything, I did forget all of their injuries and how they are like caked in dry blood, I 


wanted to draw them pretty, not gross... 


Feel your breath 


Chapter Notes 


chapter disclaimer, while I am doing my best to research topics, not everything will be 
accurate/realistic, sometimes we are gonna just live things like the TV shows do 
because it's fun 


also because I am shameless self-promo, follow me on Instagram, sleepy_koko I post 
art and dog pics (a lot of it is our boy Kokichi and his marry gang of DICE) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“So... do you plan on dating anyone?” 

“What kind of question is that?” 

“T dunno... I’m bored, we’re basically just waiting out time right now,” 

“Ok then... well I plan to eventually, settle down, get married,” 

“Do you?” 

“T dunno, I doubt I will have it in me to break the hearts of the billions of fangirls after me,” 


“There are like two billion people alive, and I can tell you over half of them won’t be interested in 
you by principle,” 


“What makes you say that?” 
“People not sexually attracted to glorified grapes, old people, babies,” 
“So what? That leaves... about half a billion fans for me?” 


“No, because even those who are in your realm of possibly being attracted to you, none of them 
will,” 


“WHAAAA! You’re so mean!” 
“Can you... react?” 
“What do you mean?” 


“T mean I put on this whole fancy show for you, and here you are, as boring and predictable as 
always,” 


“Am I?” 


“Of course, I knew were going to do something crazy and downright stupid, and you did something 
crazy and downright stupid,” 


“Do you regret that,” 

“No,” 

“Are you sure,” 

“Yes,” 

“Preeeeeeetty sure....” 

“If I were to go back in time, I would do it again,” 

“Even if within the hour you die a horrible excruciating death?” 
“Yes,” 

“Really? Do you not value your life,” 

“T value yours,” 

“But you don’t value mine over yours, right?” 

“Oh come on! Stop being so damn selfless all the time, it’s bad for your health,” 
“People died because of their selfishness,” 

“And people died because of their selflessness, I can name four right now,” 
“And I can name many more, your point?” 

“Anyways, how much longer do we have?” 

“Two hours, three minutes, eighteen seconds,” 

“Ehhhhbhh,” 

“We should do something fun! Truth or dare?” 

“No,” 

“Awww, why not? It would be fun!” 

“T don’t want you to integrate me,” 


“Hmmm, then what else... Do we have a closet?” 


“No,” 
“But I didn’t say-” 
“Don’t you dare,” 
“Ok sowwy,” 

“What is it?” 

“Do you miss them?” 
“Yes,” 

“T didn’t say who,” 


“Don’t have to, there are a lot of people I miss, unless you count the slut or the mastermind, how 
about you?” 


“Hm?” 


“You keep saying you feel nothing for them, but you haven’t explained why, you’re hiding 
something,” 


“T don’t believe I am,” 

“Maybe, maybe not, you should at least be honest with me,” 

“Says the liar,” 

“How dare you call me that,” 

“But it’s true,” 

“Non non! It’s not true!” 

“Non non, it is,” 

“Just please answer my question, don’t you dare try to diverge the conversion!” 


“Fine...” 


“T actually... can’t get myself to feel anything for them,” 
“And why is that?” 


“T did feel something for them, I recall caring about each of them, getting upset about their 
deaths... but after I got my motive video, and regained my memories...” 


“You couldn’t find any reason to care about them! In fact, it’s another life of you who cared about 
them, no?” 


“Huh?” 


“You split yourself into two different people, before and after, the killing game where you cared 
about them vs the soulless you set only for herself and us, the true you has no fond memories of 
them, am I getting that right?” 


“*... yes I believe so,” 

“Tf so that’s total bs,” 

“Huh?” 

“Tell me, what happened at the third trial,” 


“Double murder, the motive was secrets and the killer found one was a killer, the other she always 
disliked because she was a taxidermist,” 


“How did she kill them?” 


“She asked to meet with one in the garden, the butterfly garden, then she smashed their head into a 
wall, the other walked in since she already disliked them, they fought and she used her ice skate as 
her weapon,” 


“What color were the butterflies?” 

“Hmm?” 

“Come on, what color were they? You’re not afraid of bugs, are you? Are you?” 

“Not any more than you,” 

“Noooooooo... just tell me what color they were!” 

“They were pastel colors, blue, purple, pink... yellow... and there was one red one,” 

“T see... you remember the single red butterfly, but not any of the emotions of the case,” 
“What are you implying?” 


“Well as you see, the great supreme leader has a theory, when you lost your memories you reverted 
to yourself who had no mental barriers, one who was just a normal girl, but when you regained 
them, so did your life experience, and the survival instinct to set them all up and lock them away,” 


“So am I supposed to unlock them back?” 

“Hell no, emotions are weakness, if you can lock them up, lock them up,” 
“Some emotion is good though,” 

“Really?” 

“For certain people, having someone to go home to, a will to live...” 
“Ryoma had no will to live,” 

“Yeah, and you saw firsthand what happened to him,” 


“But Kirumi decided she had to save everyone, tried to guilt everyone to sacrifice themselves for 
her, she is the perfect example of too many emotions, or Tsumugi, who was so passionate about 


her killing game that she decided to become a mastermind and kill us, or Kaito, desperate to save 
the person he hates more than anything for his illusion of being a hero. He knew it was signing his 
death warrant, leaving Maki-roll and Shuichi behind,” 


“Except he believed he was going to die anyway, to him... he believed your longer life was a 
bigger chance than his short life,” 


“Except his only impression of me was a killer, I murdered Gonta and Miu,” 
“T don’t believe you have the full story,” 


“Do I not? My mind might have been fuzzy but I remember vividly what he told me to justify his 
actions,” 


“He could have been lying,” 
“That lug? Tricking me?” 
“T dunno...” 


“Eh, we’ve been talking about those people so much these days, to be honest, if I hear any of their 
names again I am gonna take a hammer and smash my head in,” 


“Don’t make jokes like that,” 


“Me? Not make jokes? The grand jester that is I? That is like telling a killer not to kill, or dreamer 
not to dream, just not in my nature,” 


“You can make jokes... just nothing with death,” 

“Then what should I do Koko?” 

“Cope! Find your ways, I use humor!” 

“Hmmm,” 

“Not gonna say anything else?” 

“Not right now, get some rest, we have a lot to do in a couple hours,” 
“.. I guess,” 

“Here’s hoping the plan goes alright,” 


“Of course it will, I made it,” 


oh KKK 


“So how long do we have to wait here?” Ren whined, leaning back on the car seat. He was 
particularly whiny that day, due to not having his phone charged. Why he didn’t charge his phone 
was beyond Yuuma. They still had some form of power and wifi, Ren must have just forgotten. 


Along with him Maki, the twins, and Shuichi were in the car. It was stupidly cramped but that was 


because Maki and Shuichi insisted to the degree that Yuuma couldn’t object. He hated it. This was 
mainly because the car they are using only had five seats and a trunk. Ren and Yuuma sat in the 
front, Nao in the back, then the other three in the trunk because there weren’t any police around 
during a typhoon to dictate their unlawful safety practices. 


“For the millionth time, when we get the signal,” Yuuma yelled at him. 
“Don’t scream,” Nao whispered from behind. 


“Who is gonna hear me? We are the only people out here,” Yuuma leaned back at him, and Nao 
rolled his eyes. 


“Don’t be surprised if someone comes up, they are always around... watching,” Nao said. Yuuma 
rolled his eye before turning back. 


“Can I ask why you shoved the other three in the trunk by the way?” Ren asked. “Or did you just 
do it to be an asshole?” 


“Well Maki and Namie are armed, meaning in case of a case they can provide cover for us, we’re 
gonna need room for the suicidal buddies when they enter, of course, because someone insisted we 
don’t have Misaki on standby so we’re stuck with Shuichi in the back,” Yuuma explained. While 
he definitely didn’t hate Shuichi and found he had his uses, he really hated the kid’s insistence on 
joining them. Having a doctor like Misaki or someone better with weapons like Kazu would be 
Yuuma’s better picks. Overall he would rather have people from DICE join over Shuichi any day. 
Though it did mean that there was a leash on Maki from doing something stupid. Like jumping out 
of the car to strangle someone. 


Maki was a different story, she was an assassin, likely the best at combat. Maybe Kazu and Sachi 
could give her a run but still... she’s the ultimate assassin. She also likely has some form of 
medical knowledge so if they really had to, she could help. The issue is her hatred of Kokichi and 
everything Kokichi related. Also doesn’t help that Yuuma lied to her. 


“We should be close enough to the building for Kiibo to be able to go back and forth,” Yuuma 
pulled out the phone, hoping to get a signal. “Kiibs, you there?” 


“Loud and clear, I’m trying to get a visual right now, the big issue I believe we’re gonna deal with 
is security,” 


“They have security still in there?” Ren asked. 


“There are more than that, there are a lot of employees who are working with the current game, not 
including the members of the recovery center and those watching the prisoners,” Kiibo explained. 


“Well they are doing a bang-up job,” Ren laughed. 


“No...” Yuuma muttered. “Keep in mind they might have had help, who’s the say those ‘helping’ 
them aren’t just testing them,” 


“T think I know what you mean,” everyone turned their head to Shuichi, who poked his head out 
between the seats. Next to him was Namie, with a smile on her face. “The message that Kokichi 
left said there was a group helping him out, there’s always a chance that they are testing him, or 
trying to make him fall in despair,” 


“Exactly, for all we know, these people could have a completely different motive than everyone 
we know so far,” 


“There is too much we don’t have to account for, why was it so easy for Riko to escape game? 
How did she escape unnoticed, where Kokichi and Riko are hiding out right now? An organization 
like danganronpa has no possibility of being brought down by a couple of teenagers,” 


“Way to make things negative,” Namie pouted. 
“No he’s right, I don’t trust these people one bit, and if I don’t...” 


“Then Kokichi sure as hell doesn’t,” Maki said. They couldn’t see her, though she was clearly 
behind somewhere. 


“You wanna be a part of the discussion? Oh oh! Tell me about your feelings for Kaito, now that 
he’s alive and all, how are you thinking about that,” Namie cheered. During the commotion, 
Saihara shared his theory about Kaito being Kai Tomomoto, likely the thing to finally convince the 
two to come, for better or for worse. 


“Just tell me what I have to do when,” Maki said. 
“Namie... you’re not gonna get anything out of her,” Nao said softly. 


“T know...” Namie whined. “But I do wonder... how about you Ren! Your crush is coming back 
and you can jump into her loving, sociopathic arms!” 


“She is not a sociopath and she is not my crush!” Ren stared daggers in her eyes. 


“Would she be a sociopath or psychopath...” Yuuma thought aloud. “Sociopaths tend to feel some 
emotion towards certain people...” 


“That’s implying if she secretly feels anything to us... she is the ultimate liar after all,” Nao said. 
“Ultimate liar?” Shuichi asked. “Wouldn’t Kokichi be the best liar in your group?” 


“No no... Kokichi is good, he is a jack of all trades, but when it comes to lying... Riko beats him 
ever so slightly,” Nao explains. “Not discrediting him in any way, those two are on a league of 
their own when it comes to emotional manipulation... it makes you wonder how they really feel 
about things,” 


“Stop thinking like that!” Namie lightly hit Nao on the head. “You know they care about us as we 
care for them,” 


“But why did Riko run off...?” 


“Because she acts before thinking, that’s why,” Yuuma said. “Which is gonna get me to beat her 
when she comes back,” 


“Don’t come off as an abuser to the guests,” Ren said. “Especially a woman abuser,” 
“What guests?” 
“Mr. detective and assassin lady of course,” 


“They are not guests, we’re stuck with them whether we like or not,” Yuuma said. “Believe me, 
it’s an arrangement none of us like,” 


“Are we that much of a bother to you?” Shuichi asked. There were varying responses all the same 
time, from yes, to no, to “too many people hogging the bathroom now...” 


“T see...” Shuichi muttered before slowly retreating to the inside of the trunk. Yuuma sighed 
before turning to the front. He saw a small flicker of light from the corner. 


“Aye aye, that’s our signal,” he pointed the light to Ren. 
“Are you sure?” Ren asked as he watched the small blue light, flicker back and forth. 


“Tf I ever make some sort of message, remember if there is an adjective before it, that means do 
the opposite, ” 


“Of course, let’s get our kids back,” 


oh KK OK 


“Are you sure this will work?” Riko asked Kokichi. He continued to flicker the light before turning 
it off. 


“Tf you trust DICE then they should have seen it,” 
“How do you know they haven’t tracked the message?” 


“It was designed for Pluto, the way it’s written should indicate what to do and what to follow, the 
rest is up to us,” Kokichi said. He tried rolling up the sleeves to the jacket, realizing it was way too 
big. “mind if you wear this, we’re gonna be running a lot,” he took off the jacket and handed it to 
Riko. 


“Huh?” Riko grabbed the jacket and put it on with no hesitation. “So what do we do next?” 


“Head back to the room, act distressed about me being missing, and find a way to deal with the 
security woman, get the weapons, and either distract or take out Akira, then we meet back here,” 
Kokichi explains. 


“What do you plan to do next?” Riko said, not having any objections. Girl, you really need to start 
questioning things. 


“Tt’s a secret,” Kokichi put a finger to his lips, and he lightly pushed her away before running 
away. But for now, I guess this is fine... she doesn’t need to do everything right now, no matter 
what plan I create it’s gonna go off the rails. The actual escape plan was quite simple, Kokichi 
fully expected that he would have to think about things so it’s no point wasting time when at any 
moment something that’s impossible to plan for appeared. He didn’t have the information he 
would like, so he had to work with what he had at the moment. Right now he wanted some 
information about Karahara. 


He sprinted through the halls, staring at the cameras and flashing the phone. 


“Hey Kiiboy! I need you sooner or later!” he cheered. He continued to run until he found the room 
he wanted. He was short on time, so he kicked down the door. 


“Hewooo!” he called inside. 
There’s on one inside... aww... 


Kokichi walked around the room for a bit, trying anything to take notice of. The office was neatly 
organized, with barely any decorations. 


Now who are you Koichi Karahara... 


He continued to walk around the room before he found himself at the desk. He grabbed the bobby 
pin in his hair, picking up the small lock on the desk. The majority of the files were basic, a lot of 
information by the company. Also taxes. Reaching to the bottom of the desk he found a folder with 
no label. He pulled it out, noticing it was all letters in Cyrillic, it was a bit difficult to figure out 
what it exactly said, though if he squinted his eyes enough he could make out what was being said. 


Beloved 


My writing isn’t too great right now... but I wanted to write to you, I was finally able to talk with 
Sonia. But guess what? As of officially... My name is legally Vera Vladimerova Romanova! It’s 
going to be weird going by that, but I guess that’s what it means to go by a new identity and all... 


How are the kids? I’m sure Nishiki is alright, but I worry that Ilya is up to his usual trouble. Make 
sure you tell them every night that mommy loves them. I promise I will come back to Russia soon. 


Love you, 
Vera 


It was a short letter, and though the characters seemed to be big enough to take up the whole page, 
it didn’t seem to have any secret codes hidden inside. The grammar was poor, making what’s 
already clear that this woman was not a native speaker. 


Kokichi looked to see another letter, this time written in Japanese. 
Dear Vera 


My honeysuckle, you do not have to write in any language that you are not comfortable with. I hope 
your trip was joyful. I do hope to visit Novoselic one day myself, Sonia and Gundam seem like such 
colorful characters. 


Nishiki and Ilya are doing wonderfully. Of course, I do not have your expertise in caring for the 
children, I frankly thought raising Nishiki would train me for Ilya, but he is a chaos bundle . But do 
not get me wrong, I could not be more thankful for him every day. 


Karahara 


Kokichi frowned, annoyed at how lovey-dovey the man seemed. There weren’t any more listed 
letters, it did include a couple of documents and passports, one of which showed all the information 
about the woman, Vera Romanova. He pocketed her passport. 


“Kokichi?” Akira called out from the doorframe. 
“Eh?” Kokichi frowned at him. He shouldn't be here, he told me he would be at the window. 


“You shouldn’t be here,” Akira rushed over, picking up all of the scattered papers, staring at one 
for a bit before shoving it inside the desk. He didn’t seem bothered that Kokichi was going through 
his stuff. “Just... go meet with Riko at the extraction point,” 


“You know I’m abandoning your boss right?” Kokichi raised an eyebrow. Oh shit... 
“.. yes... Mr. Karahara knew you weren’t going to go along with him... we need to go,” 


“Ok yeah, you aren’t fooling anyone, what is stressing you out?” Kokichi crossed his arms. 


“Just go goddamnit,” Akira began to push Kokichi out of the room, he grabbed Kokichi’s arm 


before sprinting across the halls. 
“Did someone catch you? Did you kill a guy?” Kokichi called out as Akira ignored him. 


“Shush,” Akira shushed before Kokichi pulled back, throwing Akira to a wall. Before he could 
object Kokichi covered his mouth with his hand. He silently pointed over to a guard sprinting 
across the hall. 


“Someone caught on...” Kokichi whispered. He turned to Akira, darkening his voice. “What did 
you do?” 


“Nothing! I...” he tried to say. Kokichi just stared at him in retaliation. 
“It’s not time for that, where is Riko?” 
“At the meetup point,” 


“Ok then...” Kokichi checked the way, and seeing no one he began to run. With Akira behind him, 
he couldn’t be bothered anymore. He should have planned this more. Kokichi pulled out his phone. 
The screen was still black. “Come on Kiibo, just work for once in your pathetic fake life!” 


“Can you not...” Kiibo’s Intercon appeared on the screen. 
“Awww, but why would I stop when it summons my favorite robot servant!” 


“T’m detecting a lot of guards in the area, they also ramped up their security tenfold, who are you 
with?” 


With who? There’s a typhoon out there! 


“Akira Ono,” Akira said. Kiibo tried to say something before Kokichi put a finger to his lips, 
shushing him. 


“Alright, how’s it outside,” 

“The car is about two kilometers out,” 
“They can’t get any closer?” 

“Not with this security,” 


“Alrightly then... that’s gonna be a problem, try to delay the security, when we leave the building, 
hack the systems to give us cover,” 


“But-” 


“If you can’t do it, get fluffman to do it,” Kokichi turned off the phone, he looked up just in time to 
see two security guards pointing their guns at them. 


“Boys! How are you doing today?” Kokichi grinned, putting his hands up. 
“Hands in the air!” one screamed. 
“But [ alright put them up...” Kokichi whined. 


“Stand down,” Akira put his hand up, stopping the men from walking forward. ““He’s mine,” 


“Mr. Ono? But I swear I just... When did you find him?” 


“He was trying to go through Mr. Karahara’s stuff, I managed to take him down and I was taking 
him to my boss,” he explained. 


“Well he is wanted by the higher-ups, and you aren’t security,” 


“But I was a mastermind, I know how these types think, if you think you know the killing game 
participants better than me, then I suggest you enter one yourself,” he stood forward, the two 
looked back at each other before one dropped and screamed. Before the other one could react he 
got tased as well. 


“What took you so long!” Kokichi leaned over waving to Riko. Riko ran over to him, checking his 
injuries. “I don’t want to put up with her anymore...” he pointed at Akira. 


“Aw... how long did it take for you to notice...” the impersonator said, cuffing her face with her 
hand. 


Tsumugi Shirogane 


“The second you walked in! You’re actually really bad at this, no wonder you’re the mastermind, 
not a player, if you weren’t you would be dead first!” Kokichi opened his arms. He was lying a bit 
about her talent. She got Akira’s mannerisms down perfectly, the only hint was how she referred to 
Karahara as well as being a tad more panicked. Perhaps respect was more important to her than 
giving herself away. 


“Ts everyone alright?” the real Akira Ono stepped out, holding the other taser. 


“It was quite easy to cosplay you, Mr. Ono, maybe because we are both so plain,” Tsumugi 
removed her contacts and replaced her with her glasses, somehow the small change completely 
transformed her, while still in the suit and wig, she immediately felt younger, more Tsumugi-like. 


“Isn’t that a bit insulting?” Riko said. 
“Yes it is, she is actually growing a personality RiRi,” Kokichi hugged her dramatically. 


“We don’t have time to stay here, Tsumugi and I are going to buy you some time, once you are out 
you are going to have to ditch the phone,” Akira explained. 


“Oh oh!” Kokichi ran over to Tsumugi’s pocket, grabbing her phone. It had a bunch of generic 
anime characters covering the back. The lock screen seemed to be a fanart of... herself and 
Rantaro. It wasn’t of their game outfits. Rantaro was in a sailor outfit, a big backpack while 
Tsumugi was in a simple back dress and tie holding a wine glass. 


“Give me that back!” Tsumugi cried. 


“Were you always the ultimate cosplayer?” Kokichi raised an eyebrow as he kept it just out of her 
reach. 


“Huh? Oh... I was the ultimate bartender in my first game,” Tsumugi cried. “Now give me back 
my phone!” 


“What’s your passcode?” Kokichi ducked from her arms, attempting to go through. 


“1046,” Akira deadpanned. ““Tsumugi, Koichi can buy you another phone,” 


“But I just saved all the episodes of Spy x Family on there! And all my photos,” 


“Sachi will transfer them over... god I hope you don’t taint his pure eyes with your fetish fanart,” 
Kokichi said, logging in the phone. “I’m sure we will be talking sooner or later, I have some words 
for you... mastermind,” Kokichi looked up at her, she flinched a little. She gave a disapproving 
look before sighing, she removed her wig, letting her hair fall down. It was stupidly impressive 
how she hid all of that in a wig. 


“Fine... but I swear if you delete anything!” she pointed at him. Kokichi couldn’t help but give a 
shit-eating grin at her. Riko walked between them and grabbed Kokichi’s arm. 


“We have to go,” she deadpanned. 
“T know I know... I’m just so touched by my reunion with my best friend Tsumugi!” 


“You’re lying about that aren’t you,” Tsumugi said. No shit Shuichi. The group did not have a 
chance to argue before Riko pushed Kokichi out of the way. Gunshots being heard in the 
background. 


“This is what happens when you spend so long talking instead of leaving, thanks a lot!” Kokichi 
screamed out, mostly aiming it at Tsumugi. 


“ You were the one who delayed time,” Riko cried out. 


“Details,” Kokichi said as the group began to run across. The alarms began to sound with bright 
flashing lights and a familiar tune began to play over the mics with a video alerting them to the 
intruders. 


“Did you really reuse this song for our game?” Kokichi cried. 


“Well, we actually didn’t expect no one to take the first blood perk...” Tsumugi explained. “And 
Mr. Kadozaki was not willing to do anything on such short notice! He was still working on the 
scrum debate tune...” wait there are songs that play during the scrum debate? Man the viewers 
got a much better experience than we did... 


“T feel ripped off, we should have had music on the speakers and all this fun stuff,” Kokichi 
whined. The group took a sharp turn through the halls. Akira and Riko, the only two with guns, 
began to fire back at those shooting at them. Kokichi pointed to a room, sprinting inside. When he 
turned around the rest rushed in, Riko and Akira pointed out their guns, shooting out at each other. 


“This is fun!’ Kokichi put his hands on his hips. “Kiibo, status report on the storm?” 
“Kiibo? How are you here?” Tsumugi cried. 


“Tsumugi? Why are you here?” Kiibo asked. “But um... the eye is going to pass soon, I estimate 
about twelve minutes to go give or take,” 


“Oh you gotta be kidding me,” Riko muttered to herself. 

“We won’t be able to hold off here, they will overpower us,” Akira called out. 

“T hope you come up with a good plan...” Tsumugi said. 

“Of course, while we were yapping and running I figured something out,” Kokichi said. 


“Then what is it?” Tsumugi cried. 


“We dress you up like Riko, throw you for them to shoot and while they inspect your body, RiRi 
and I will sneak out the window as my original plan,” 


“No!” 

“T’m on board,” Riko said. 

“Aren’t you supposed to keep him on a leash... control him?” Tsumugi cried. 
“He’s my boss,” Riko deadpanned, not even turning to face her. 

“Have you shot anyone yet?” Kokichi asked. 

“No,” 


“Good, because I don’t want anyone unable to run,” Kokichi said. The glance Akira and Riko gave 
each other was enough to tell him they likely had at least one person tased on the ground, which is 
more annoying than the fact they lied to him. Kokichi ran over to the desk of the room, hoping to 
find something that could be useful. 


There was a small laptop, with stickers over it, it belonged to an employee, one of their personal 
computers. That meant it had absolutely no use to Kokichi besides as hardware. He began to type 
into it, getting deep into the code and connecting to the signal. 


“Aye Fluffman, I hope you are listening and you are thinking what I’m thinking,” Kokichi called 
out. He continued to type though until the computer received a pop-up notification. 


Would you like tickets to the Disney firework show? 


“Everyone step back!” Kokichi screamed out, pressing ok on the pop-up and slamming the 
computer shut, and grabbed it, sprinting to the front and flinging it out the door frame. 


It didn’t take long for the popping sounds of circuitry to the follow-up screams and notices. 


“Think that gave us a distraction!” Kokichi smiled, grabbing Riko’s arm. “Shall we?” she gave a 
reluctant nod before he locked arms with her and began to skip through the halls. 


“You shouldn’t be this reckless,” Riko said. 


“And lose my charm? How could they know that DICE is the ones who brought them down if it 
lacks our flair?” 


“But we aren’t bringing them down,” 


“In due time my dear,” when they finally reached the window Kokichi fiddled in his backpack, 
shining the blue light through again. Akira and Tsumugi seemed to be right behind them, much to 
Kokichi’s dismay. 


“Oh I was wondering... you said in your message to DICE that you were shining a blue light over 
the ocean, but you shone a blue light over the forest instead...” Tsumugi asked. Kokichi rolled his 
eyes at the fact that she read his secret message, but it was bound to happen. 


“A secret of the clowns!” Kokichi stuck his tongue out before opening the window. The window 
was a violent gust of wind. 


“We are running out of time!” Riko said. She jumped through first. “Pll help you down,” she 


called out. Kokichi got ready to jump. Taking a look back in the facility. Akira was looking out, 
looking more stressed than Kokichi had ever seen him, the real him, Tsumugi's version was 
extremely stressed. 


“Don’t die out there,” Tsumugi said. 
“Like you care,” 


“Heh... well you know as they say, not everything is as it seems,” Tsumugi said. “I know you 
probably hate me for everything... but I will try to help in any way I can,” 


“Are you heading out?” Riko called out from the ground. Kokichi turned back. 
“You know a liar knows a liar,” Kokichi muttered to himself. “But don’t die in case you’ re not,” 


He jumped through the window. Riko, right under him, caught him, leveling him to the ground. 
He overheard from the back Akira slamming the window shut and their footsteps away. 


There was a harsh breeze through the air, causing Kokichi to shiver a little. For some reason, he 
couldn’t get himself to stop holding her. When was the last time I felt this... 


“Hey... you ok?” he felt Riko grab his hand, softening her voice. 


“Yeah... yeah it’s a bunch of wind, I’m soooooo00 impressed,” Kokichi smiled. Riko softened her 
expression, not pressing any further. “Though to be honest, I was sick of that place, they really 
need a new color palette,” 


Riko laughed and began to tug him along. He began to run with her, slowly regaining his balance 
and running along with her. 


“You think they are gonna shoot at us?” Kokichi asked. Not four seconds after he said that they 
heard shots and alarms. 


“Yes,” Riko deadpanned. 


“Aw, she’s making jokes!” he cheered as the two ran. They could hear screaming from people 
outside, none of them voices he recognized. Riko went into the bag she’s kept with her, dropped 
the tazer, and pulled out one of the actual guns. She began to shoot at the first thing she saw, which 
seemed to be a security guard. 


Kokichi looked back, noticing one of the guards was on the ground, another checking up on them. 
How good is her aim? 


Kokichi began to sprint through the open parking lot, Riko running slightly in front. 


whet 


She pulled Kokichi over to a wall, the first thing she must have seen for protection. She pushed 
him back as she peaked over, returning fire at them. The second she ran out of bullets she pulled 
out another cartridge and continued to shoot. 


“They are trying to kill us now, have you seen the others?” she asked. Kokichi didn’t know how to 
respond, it wasn't the first thing on his mind, but rather the sharp pain he felt. 


“Yeah we have another problem over that... I might have been shot...” Kokichi faked a smile, 
showing his blood-covered hand. Riko turned her head to look at him, horrified. 


“Oh shit,” Riko muttered before she rushed over to inspect his wound. 


“Ah nononono, they are gonna come,” Kokichi pushed her away. Riko paused before pulling off 
her checkered scarf and handing it to him. 


“Apply pressure,” she deadpanned, looking back over the wall. Kokichi quickly and haphazardly 
attempted to wrap it around his chest. Where did they shoot? He lifted his shirt, trying to find an 
entry point. 


“RiRi... ?m probably gonna pass out,” he muttered, black spots clouding his vision. From that he 
heard Riko rush over to him, keeping him steady. He could see her face, the first time seeing how 
worried she was. 


“Non non... stay up, help is coming soon, Yasano is going to fix you up... just stay up,” she 
brushed the hair out of his face, the last thing he could feel before things went black. 


Chapter End Notes 


this chapter might feel a bit shorter due to me cutting the perspective change, I thought 
it would flow better to just end it here. 

anyways, there is a lot of things to talk about here! I don't know how much you even 
read these but a couple of important things, 


firstly there is no current romance planned for Kokichi, I want to say that point again, 
any ship that could possibly be featured will not involve Kokichi, should also say no 
ships are gonna be oc x canon, just not a major thing I'm a fan of to mix my own 
characters romanticly with canon characters 

I swear I have no idea what the joke "do we have a closet" was meant to be when I 
first wrote it, like I feel it would reference seven minutes in heaven or something like 
that but also I know I wouldn't write that given their relationship, but who knows 

lamo. 

Tsumugi is my favorite canon character to write, I dunno but when I began to write her 
I wanted to postpone the escape just to feature her, in the first version of this chapter it 
was the real Akira, who was freaked out for a different reason, a last-minute change to 
change it to Tsumugi, maybe because she isn't as difficult as Kokichi or Maki to write. 
there may or may not be a break sooner or later (just another week delay nothing 
major) because I am super busy with irl stuff, a very important time of my life to get 
sorted and I really stressed the last second to churn out this chapter, I would also like to 
get another of "pointless glitch" out just to remind readers I haven't abandoned it 


anyways... Oh! and again, follow me on Instagram! sleepy_koko, that is sleepy_koko 
with no caps, I post dog my dog, art, speed paints, all that jazz, including a lotta 
Kokichi if you like... and my other Instagram which is my sketch account, 
sleepy_belka, might feature more doodles of dice members there 


Chapter 20 


Chapter Notes 


key players 


Kokichi Ouma- ultimate supreme leader. founder of DICE, lied his way out of death 
Riko Yukiyume- ultimate liar, one of the founders of DICE, willing to do anything for 
those she cares about 

Yuuma Haruoto- one of the founders of DICE and current acting leader, definitely not 
Japanese, but no one seems to comment on that 

Maki Harukawa- ultimate assassin, former member of the holy salvation 

Shuichi Saihara- ultimate detective, wants to end danganronpa 

Ren Sasaki- group getaway driver, member of DICE 

Namie Raitomitzu- Nao's twin, member of DICE 

Sachi Akakagami- hacker, member of DICE 

Misaki Yorusuki-doctor, member of DICE 

Naomi Akamatsu- Kaede Akamatsu's twin sister, ultimate reporter 

Detective Saihara- Shuichi Saihara's uncle, responsible adult 

Himiko Yumeno- ultimate mage, I know what I said 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Goddamnit...” Riko muttered as she caught Kokichi. She yanked her scarf off before pulling up 
his shirt to find the wound, she put her hair down and tried to secure it with the tie. She didn’t like 
hearing his rapid breathing, it was stressful, it confirmed he was alive, but she hated it. 


She used it and applied as much pressure as she could. She went into the bag again, grabbing the 
phone. 


“Please be listening... Sachi! I want you to listen to me very closely,” she called into it. “Find the 
first electronic you got, a monokuma, a kiibo, whatever will work...” 


“And blow it up in front of them,” she threw the phone back into the bag. 


She continued to apply pressure on Kokichi’s wound. She shut her eyes, listening to the shouts of 
something rouge, then an explosion. Thank you. She looked over for a moment, thanking that she 
pulled over to a wall. There was almost a wall of dust rushing through the side, slowly creeping 
back to her. 


She pulled him over on her back, stepping up. She stumbled a bit from the weight, Kokichi wasn’t 
heavy by any means, if anything he was extremely light. The issue is she had no sleep and barely 
anything to eat for the past few days. 


I can’t let him die here. 
I can’t let him die with me. 


I already failed him goddamnit! 


A car stopped right in front of her. Riko barely had time to register who was in the seat before she 
began to run to it, making a motion to wipe her tears away. 


“DRIVE!” she screamed as Nao opened the car door. Riko jumped in just as Ren got the car to 
move and nearly tackled him. Yuuma peered over the seat, his relief was immediately replaced by 
concern as Riko leveled Kokichi on the seat. 


“Riko what the fuck,” Ren shouted at her. 


“Nao get to the back,” Yuuma shouted before he jumped across the seats to see Kokichi. Nao also 
jumped to the back. 


“Of course I leave you for four seconds and you create this mess, was he shot?” Yuuma calmed his 
voice before he began to inspect Kokichi’s wound. 


“Yes,” Riko said before she pulled herself up to the front seat, grabbed one of the guns, and opened 
the window. She began to look out, seeing if there was anything to fire at. “Ren you gotta lose 
them,” she deadpanned. 


“There is only so much I can do,” Ren called out. Riko began to shoot the cars back, she narrowed 
her eyes before shooting the window of one of the cars. The car began to swerve and hit another. 
Bingo. 


What she didn’t expect was another couple of shots of the nearby cars. She leaned back inside to 
notice Maki Harukawa right next to her, she was standing up, her head outside the car opening. 


Riko looked over to Ren, then to Yuuma, then back to Maki, and deciding not to think about it too 
hard. She leaned back out the window and began shooting. 


“Namie! Get the medical kit,” Yuuma shouted. Namie threw over the kit. He grabs an antibiotic 
and began to get to work trying to at least stop the bleeding. “I can’t do much here, I could try to 
remove the bullet, but not in a moving car,” 


“TIsn’t that a movie misconception?” Shuichi called out. Shuichi? 


“Then we need to do something to get them out so we can get back,” Ren said. “I can take some 
back routes, but it’s gonna be a bumpy ride,” 


“No, I have an idea,” Shuichi shouted from the back. He peeked his head through the gap from the 
trunk, eyes widening seeing Kokichi. Probably the first person to properly react to the situation 
realistically. 


Shuichi jumped through and began to go through Riko’s bag. He seemed to be more horrified of 
the contents inside before pulling out the flip phone Karahara gave her. Riko reached over and 
yanked the phone from him. He paused before he pulled out another similar item, one of the extra 
gun cartridges. 


“Maki, can you pretend this is a bomb?” he asked. Maki nodded, grabbing it and jumping up. 
“How would that work,” 


“Tt will, they already fear that we have bombs,” Riko called out. Maki took that explanation before 
she faked a motion of pulling off a safety pin and threw the cartilage as far as possible at the cars. 
Riko leaned out the window, smiling as cars began to swerve, she narrowed her gun and began to 
shoot again. She shot at them until Ren pulled to an alleyway, causing almost everyone to slide 


over. One turn, two turns, under a bridge, back roads, main roads, if Riko actually ate anything, she 
would probably have thrown up. 


“Anyone there?” Ren called out. “Can’t see them in my mirrors,” 


“Not that I can see,” Namie called back, she checked her phone. “Sachi says it’s all clear, the bomb 
ruse really caught them off guard, also he managed to change any trackers,” after that, it felt like 
everyone took a long breath. Riko was just about to release hers before she looked back. 


“How is he?” 


“Not stable... how far are we? Namie, Misaki better be on standby,” Yuuma shouted, he slowly 
felt for a pulse before moving him to his side and into a recovery position 


“Not sure,” Ren called out. 

“They all are... wind is really picking up though,” Namie said. 

“Do you guys have a tourniquet?” Maki deadpanned. 

“No... we can’t do anything until we can figure out if the bullet is still there,” Yuuma said. 


“You can live with a bullet inside you,” Maki moved over in front of him. She looked around the 
car, finding a water bottle and pushing Yuuma’s hands away from her. 


She opened the water bottle and began to pour it down on the wound. “Doesn’t seem to hit any 
internal organs... but can’t make a judgment till we get somewhere safe,” she waited for a 
moment, noticing the blood began to lessen. “How long did it take till he passed out?” 


“Just a few moments, not long at all...” Riko muttered. She looked out the window. The storm was 
on full at now, Ren barely able to keep the car on the road, rain so heavy that she couldn’t see too 
far in front of her. Undoubtedly they lost the connection with Sachi and Kiibo. 


“That can’t be a good sign,” Maki said. “He’s gonna need a doctor,” 


“Oh no shit!” Ren called out. “He’s passed out, we are in the middle of a typhoon and I can barely 
see in front of me!” 


“Can you still see a little of what’s in front of you?” Maki deadpanned. 
“That’s what I just said!” 

“You know where you are?” 

“Yeah of course,” 


“Then don’t worry about what’s happening behind, focus,” Maki’s voice was calm. Riko looked 
over at him. He took a deep breath, looking over at Riko. She gave a subtle smile. 


“Everything will be ok,” she said. Once she did, things seems to go quiet for a moment. Maki 
continued to tend to Kokichi, the other three were in the back, quietly muttering to each other about 
the whole thing, or more or less Namie freaking out to Shuichi while Nao calms her. 


“T could swear I heard similar things from Sachi...” Nao whispered to himself. 


“What does that mean?” Shuichi asked. 


“Oh... nothing,” 


Ren nearly crashed the car into the garage wall before everyone began to rush out and about to do 
something. Misaki sprinted to the car with who she assumes is Daido or Kazu to help Kokichi out 
and into the main house. She was already sprouting commands, when it came to medical stuff, she 
was the one in charge. The trunk was opened with two people Riko assumes are detective Saihara 
and Naomi Akamatsu checking up on them. Naomi peaked over at Riko, who looked away. Ren 
was helping everyone inside until all the noise had stopped. 


It was just Riko. Finally alone, she took a deep breath, falling into her seat. She could smell the 
blood from god knows where, the bag Shuichi went through was still on the backseat floor. She 
heard a knocking on the window. 


Yuuma smiled at her. “You coming out or do you plan to sleep here,” Riko shook her head. Yuuma 
opened the door for her, letting her out. She stepped out, surprised at how weak her step was, she 
tried to hide it from leaning on the car and crossing her arms. 


“T guess we were so worried about Kokichi that we forgot about you,” Yuuma laughed. 
“Don’t worry seems, I forgot too,” Riko muttered. “Aren’t you going to punch me,” 


“Later,” Yuuma said before he hugged her. She slowly hugged him back, taking the moment to 
have a sigh of relief. We’re finally home... 


“Yuuma! Misaki needs you,” Ren opened the door to the house and called out. Both looked at him, 
scared by the implications. When Misaki needed medical help on anything, she would usually rely 
on Yuuma for support while Sachi and Kazu knew basic surgery skills, Yuuma was the one Misaki 
trusted the most. 


“Oh god...” he muttered before looking back at Riko. 


“Go, I'll be fine,” she said before Yuuma rushed inside. He whispered something to Ren before 
running in. Ren looked back at her, and Riko gave a little wave. “So I might have lied to 
Yuuma...” she said. 


“Oh! Lemme help you,” Ren ran down the stairs, putting his arm under her to help her up. She was 
able to steady herself enough to be able to walk with him up the stairs and inside the main house. 


“Wait wait..” Riko said. 


“Huh?” Ren asked. Riko pointed to the bag inside. Ren nodded and grabbed it, he seemed like he 
wanted to look inside, but the glare Riko gave him was enough to scare him. There weren’t any 
major secrets inside, just weapons and the phone. Not like Ren of all people would be interested in 
a flip phone. 


“Maki and Detective Sahara both have medical experience, so with Misaki and Yuuma I think he’s 
gonna be fine...” Ren said, attempting to comfort her. 


“IT know he’s going to be fine, I know Misaki,” Riko said. “ and Ren,” 
“Yes?” 


“T missed you,” she smiled. Ren just stared back at her, his face red, before looking away. He 
opened the door. There wasn’t anyone in front of them, all likely in Misaki’s medical room waiting 
for news. Riko slowly removed herself from Ren’s side. 


“You should probably go clean yourself up, sit down for a bit,” Ren said. 

“Do I look that bad?” Riko laughed. “I didn’t get so ugly you can’t look at me right?” 
“No! I mean... you probably don’t feel the best... and like,” 

“T’m just joking with you,” Riko said, slowly regaining her balance and walking away. 


The layout of the mansion looked the same, yet there was a foreign feeling being inside there. 
There was an eerie feeling, things were too familiar as if it was yesterday that she was there. That 
the last couple of months hasn’t happened. 


Riko rubbed her eyes a bit, she walked into the bathroom, leaning over on the sink, staring back at 
herself in the mirror. 


Her hair was barely put together, a tangled mess that fell over. She was unnaturally pale, with dark 
circles under her eyes. She knew it was just her mind playing tricks on her, yet she felt older as if 
she had aged years instead of months. Her jacket, Kaito’s jacket, was bloodstained and dirty, 
loosely falling over her shoulders. She put her hand on her neck, noticing the scars on her wrists. 


Oh... she recalled yanking her arms off the chains. The execution was still fresh in her memory. 
She slowly felt over for her pulse. Hearing the rhythm had a strange comfort knowing she was still 
alive. 


The room has not changed, from the placement of the brushes to the small cabinet where they kept 
extra shampoo. The only proof that anything happened was the state she was in. She hated it, she 
hated all of it. 


She let out a scream before burying her head in her hands. She didn’t move, almost waiting for 
someone to come through, for a person to be concerned, for monokuma to appear in her room to 
taunt her. 


That’s what it all was for, they shoved her into that game to taunt her, to taunt her friends. She 
could handle the trauma, she could handle all of it, sincerely. Besides she was the type to 
manipulate, to get close to others, she had Kaito. 


Yet she wasn’t the only one who dealt with it, Kokichi was supposed to be crushed, he dealt with 
all of it, he had to deal with the fear, the paranoia alone. He had to look up at the press, truly 
believing no one would know nor care. 


Riko slowly shook all the thoughts out of her mind, heading inside the shower. She let her hair 
down, the knots and tangles seemingly impossible to figure out, though it was nicer to just wash 
out all the blood, her blood, Kokichi’s blood, whoever’s blood was used to make some show of her 
death. The warm water stung a little, partially in areas of unnoticed cuts and bruises. 


She stayed there longer than she had during the game. It felt nice. It was warm, no one was coming 
to kill her. Everyone was alive, Kokichi was with Misaki, and he was going to be ok. 


He was going to be ok... right? 
Right? 


Akira and Tsumugi were both still in the facility, they could be dead now, dead people were 
surrounding the facility, and the winds were likely to be high for them to be worth collecting them 
now. Those bodies could drift away, deep into the ocean, forgotten. 


Good. 

It didn’t matter to her. 
She was alive. 
Kokichi was alive. 

He was going to be ok. 


Riko stepped out of the shower, slowly putting a towel over herself, she looked back in the mirror. 
She still looked miserable, yet it was a small start. She grabbed a hair dryer, slowly feeling the 
heat. Once it was dry she grabbed one of the brushes, attempting to untangle the knots. 


When she was done she looked at the mirror again, thinking to style it how she used to. She just 
signed instead before grabbing scissors. She trimmed the split ends. When she grabbed a robe and 
checked the halls. Still empty... 


She rushed to her room, shutting the door behind her. It was again, the same as she left it. Misaki 
must have cleaned it. She walked over to her closet. Throwing her other clothes on the bed. She 
picked out something and finished putting herself back together. She even went to her desk and 
applied makeup. 


She looked back in the mirror. Her eyes still had dark circles, she was still too pale for any 
foundation she had to cover it. However now she looked ever so slightly nicer. J didn’t know what I 
expected. She rolled her eyes and lay down on the bed, staring at the ceiling. 


It’s nice... She could imagine Kokichi comparing the beds from their little hideout to the ones at 
the mansion. She covered her eyes with her hands again. Thinking of things she needed to do. She 
grabbed the killing game clothes, minus Kaito’s jacket, and threw them in the trash of the room. 


oh KKK oR 


She didn’t bother to knock into Sachi’s room. Just slowly opening the door to make him aware of 
her presence. She was now back in her own clothes, it was a bit big on her, but it fit her far better. It 
was just a white dress shirt over a fancy jacket and leggings. 


The room was dark as always, the only light being from the computer screens. Sachi was not facing 
her, just attentively staring at whatever he was working on. Himiko was also in the room. She was 
staring down at her hands, fiddling with them. She looked up temporarily at Riko before she 
looked down again. 


Riko walked into the room, slowly shutting the door. Neither of them reacted to her movements. 
“Himiko, it’s better for you to leave,” 


“Nyeh...” she muttered. “Talk about whatever, I’m not listening...” 
“Him...” Riko hummed. “Sachi,” 
“Nice to see you alive... Kokichi’s condition?” 


“Still in surgery, Yuuma managed a second to say things are overall ok,” Riko said. At least that’s 
the text she’s gotten. She walked forward a little. “How are you doing?” 


“Fine...” he said. Riko frowned, crossing her arms. 


“Thank you,” 
“«... just doing my job,” 


“If you didn’t do what you did, Kokichi would be dead,” she walked over to him, moving his chair 
so she could look him in the eye. “I would be dead,” 


“You know what bothers me the most?” he said, pushing her away. “Is that I didn’t hesitate, the 
second you gave me the command, I did it, Himio- Himiko objected but she barely got to speak 
before I blew it up,” 


“TI was the one who commanded you, those men are dead because of me,” 


“T was the one who programmed the robot to explode, it doesn’t matter who sent the command, I 
did it,” Sachi began to raise his voice. 


“What are you trying to make sure I don’t have a body count? I did what I had to do to save myself 
and Kokichi, and I would do it again in a heartbeat if you want me to admit that,” Riko raised her 
voice as well, starting to get angry at him. There is no reason to protect me, people are dead 
because of me, and they will continue to die. 


“So we’re both pieces of shit congrats!”” Sachi slammed his hands on the table, causing Himiko to 
flinch. Riko didn’t react in any way, however, she could see how guilty he was. 


“You’re not upset about killing them are you?” Riko softened her voice. 
“No...” Sachi whispered. 

“What is it then?” she asked. Sachi sunk into his chair, his hand over his face. 
“Shouldn’t you be able to predict that?” he gave a small laugh. 

“T can tell when you’ re lying, not read your mind,” Riko said. 


“Tt’s not that I killed them that bothers me, it’s that I didn’t hesitate to kill under orders,’ Sachi 
admitted. He looked over to Himiko before looking back at Riko. She immediately softened her 
expression. She put a hand on his shoulder. 


“That’s not your fault,” 


“But I thought I grew out of it... that I could beat my nature,” Sachi shrugged, picking up his 
planner. 


“Tt was never your nature, it was something you were forced to be, something to protect someone 
else,” Riko flipped through the planner filling the first page. It was a photograph he always kept 
with him, it was from when he and Kazu first joined DICE, Kokichi was right in the middle, with 
Yuuma trying to pull him back. Sachi was smiling at the camera while Kazu looked away. Riko 
wasn’t present, Misaki, Nao, and Namie also joined not long before and Kokichi didn’t trust them 
enough around the house. 


“He used to be so shy,” Sachi smiled to himself. 
“Yeah I miss that, now I can’t get the kid to shut up,” Riko said. 


“Are you talking about Kazu or Kokichi?” 


“Both....Does anyone else know?” 

“All of them know, they saw it,” he said. 
“Who knows directly,” 

“Auh?” 

“Who knows I asked you?” 

“Just Kiibo and Himiko,” 


“Fine, we’re gonna keep it that way,” Riko crossed her arms, leaning on the table. “Don’t need to 
worry Kokichi any more than he already will be, and I'll figure out with the others,” she looked 
over to Himiko. “Will you stay silent?” 


““Y- yes!” Himiko perked up. 

“Don’t threaten her,” Sachi muttered. 

“T wasn’t!” she pouted, completely switching moods. 
“Tt sounded a lot like a threat...” Himiko muttered. 


“Um... well... ’'m sorry?” Riko paused, looking back at Sachi. J don’t know her that well... you 
know me... help me out here... 


“She’s a little awkward, but please Himiko... can we ignore what happened?” Sachi muttered. 
Himiko paused at him, looking up at Riko and to the screens. 


“Nyeh... Fine... but I don’t want you doing that again... no one deserves to die not even them...” 
she said, standing up. “I want you to teach me your magic,” 


“Eh?” Sachi muttered. 


“Yes, and I will make sure you won’t do that again! I was thinking while you were talking... and I 
don’t know everything about your story but I want to become your apprentice and make sure you 
don’t fall under temptation... that magic is very strong,” Himiko said. Riko almost felt the need to 
clap. 


However, it would cause some issues for Riko. She didn’t voice that, at least not in front of them, 
but she’I] have to talk with Sachi in private. 


“You still believe in magic?” Riko asked. 
“Huh? What do you mean?” 


“Well... don’t you think that it was all fake and such?” Riko leaned on the table. “Your 
personality, your life? Your talent,” 


“T doubt it... if Kokichi’s real then I think all of us are real, at least to a decree, unless you think 
you’re fake,” Himiko explained, no one could counter that. “As for my magic... well,” 


Himiko hummed for a moment before flicking three cards from her sleeve and showing Riko. She 
then threw them in the air, repeating the trick until there were multiple cards on the floor. She 
pointed to the ground, singling for Riko to grab one. She did, the two of diamonds, and handed 


them back to her. 


She then moved from her hands and showed the card missing, then another revealing and small 
dice. She tossed the dice to Riko. She caught it, and opening her hands she could see it handed on 
the two, each engraving held a small diamond inside. Riko began to spin it around, noticing none 
of the other sides had diamonds added. 


“Auh...? When did you...?” she looked back at Himiko, who just smiled. She then snapped her 
fingers. The dice caught on fire. 


With a slight shout, Riko dropped the dice and stomped on it with her foot. 


“Heh... that’s her magic,” Sachi said. Riko couldn’t admit she was impressed. The ultimate 
magician, she is no joke. 


“And I have a lot more to show and learn...” Himiko said. “Which is why I wish to be your 
apprentice master Sachi... and make sure you don’t do anything like that again...” 


Sachi just looked at her for a bit before smiling back. “I don’t get you,” 
“Nyeh...” Himiko muttered. Riko leaned over to Sachi, whispering to him. 
“She’s not as boring as I thought,” 

“Yeah... what do you really want to talk to me about,” 


“Later,” Riko said. She turned away. “Well I got everything I needed from you two, Himiko it was 
nice to meet, you, Sachi... it was nice to see you again... Sachi,” she hugged him for a brief 
second before stepping out of the room. Once she shut the door she leaned back, listening in. 


“T don’t like her...’’ Himiko muttered. 


“She’s not that bad,” Sachi tried to reassure her. “She is just stressed about the whole thing... she 
just got out of a killing game...” 


“Right...” 


Riko left the room, walking along the halls. She peeked inside a couple of rooms, looking for 
anyone keeping to themselves. She finally went downstairs, bumping into the Kaede lookalike. 


“Oh hello! You must be Riko! I heard so many good things about you!” she smiled. Riko narrowed 
her eyes at her, trying to figure her out. 


“You must be Kaede’s sister, Yuuma told me a lot about you in the car!” Riko put on a smile, lying 
through her teeth. 


“Really?” Naomi gleamed, her face getting red. Riko crossed her arms. So that’s how it is. 
“T also hear some things between you and DICE,” Riko said. 


“How did you know? That’s ok with you guys right...”” Naomi muttered. J know Yuuma that’s 
Giles 


“We'll have to wait till the boss is out and ready to speak,” Riko walked past her, heading to the 
room Misaki was likely in. “how long have they been in there?” 


“T dunno... an hour and a half?” Naomi shrugged. 


“Not too long...” Riko muttered. She walked over to one of the chairs and sat down, careful not to 
fall into it. 


Naomi rushed to the chair next to her. “Where is everyone else?” 


“Doing other things... bathroom, sleep, talking to others in private... I’m kinda left out on all of 
that,” Naomi laughed. “So it’s just me here,” 


“I’m sorry to hear that, ’m sure you’ll fit in at some point,” Riko said. [f I’m stuck with her, I 
might as well have her like me. 


She didn’t have to wait long before she saw Misaki burst out of the door, throw her off her jacket, 
and face planted on one of the couches. 


“He lives!” she threw her fist up, her voice muffled. “Yayyyyyyyyy...” 
“Awake?” Riko asked. 


“Out like a lamp, enjoy the peace while it lasts,” she continued. Riko walked over, patting her on 
the head. 


“You ok?” 

“Are you dying?” she whined. 
“Not that I know of?” 
“Anything broken?” 

“Think I would feel that...?” 


“Than fantastic,” Misaki sunk more into the chair. Saihara, Yuuma, and Maki all emerged from the 
room. 


“Kid’s alive, probably gonna be out for another hour or so however he’s still stable,” Maki 
deadpanned. Kid? 


“Oh thank god,” Naomi collapsed, surprising the more extreme reaction of the two waiting. Yuuma 
walked over to Misaki, slowly shaking her. 


“Come on, there are people here,” he said softly. She looked up at him, with the shire scorn and 
hatred one could only get when they won’t get a doctor to get her well-deserved break for saving 
their boss’s life. 


“T hate you Yuuma,” she twirled over, still laying in the chair. “All you had to do was bring me 
supplies, it was Maki and me who did all the work,” she said. 


“Hey, I could have done all of that if I had to,” 


“This just in, Yuuma Haruoto is delusional,” Riko said. “Think’s he’s better than a doctor and an 
assassin at studying the human body,” 


“Huh? You should know I can do first aid,” 


“Yuuma... when Kokichi fell and scraped his knee, you nearly got it so infected that we assumed 
that we would have to amputate it,” Riko deadpanned. 


“Hey!” Yuuma walked over to her. He knew she was making things up, while that did happen, that 
was back when Yuuma was much younger and barely knew how to read. With Misaki to help him, 
he could easily perform a surgery. 


“Oh I like her!’ Naomi said in a sing-song voice. “Is Kokichi like this too?” Naomi leaned over 
inside the door. Riko also walked over, peeking inside. 


He was in the middle bed, quietly sleeping, medical equipment all around him. 


“Oh...” Naomi muttered. 

“T don’t know what you’ ll expect,” Misaki said, finally standing up and walking inside. She began 
to check some of the equipment, medical stuff Riko frankly had no clue about. She turned away 
and back inside. 


“Hey Riko... shouldn’t you go to sleep?” an older man, who Riko assumed to be Detective 
Saihara, said. 


“Huh?” she looked up at him. “You’re Shuichi’s uncle, correct?” 

“Yes, and I’ve been watching the game you partook in, I’m worried for your own health,” 
“Tm fine,” 

“Yeah you all are aren’t you,” 

“But Lam...” 


“You barely gotten any sleep, I can see the dark circles under your eyes,” Saihara said. I don’t like 
him. 


“No no he’s right, it’s bad for you to stay up with so little sleep,” Misaki said. Don’t agree with 
him! 


“Yes, and as you can see, Kokichi is alive, and now that I’m out I can make sure you’re ok, which 
it seems you already cleaned yourself up, did you find any injuries?” Saihara said. 


“Nothing worth being checked,” 

“Are you hiding anything?” Misaki said. 

“Ts she the type to hide her zombie bite?” Naomi said. 
“What does that mean?” 


“No, she would be honest if it dangered the rest of the group,” Yuuma crossed his arms. “And I’m 
worried about you too, we’ll handle Kokichi, you get some rest,” he softened his expression. Riko 
pushed back. 


“Hey!” Riko said. “You’re not in charge! I am!” 


“Actually it’s safe to say you lost all your authority once you left to join the killing game, and the 
actual leader is unconscious,” Yuuma called out. 


“When have you decided that?” 
“Group vote, DICE is a democracy now,” 
“Huh? But Kokichi-” 


“Yeah, we voted for him again, end of the day, not you!” Yuuma said, dragging Riko to her room. 
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Chapter 21 


Chapter Notes 


Riko Yukiyume- ultimate liar, supposed to be dead, very loyal 
Shuichi Saihara- ultimate detective, made a commitment to end the killing game 
Kokichi Ouma- ultimate supreme leader, leader of DICE, was recently shot 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Riko spent most of the night staring out the window. It was mostly by wooden planks, however, 
there was a small crack through, allowing her to see through the window. The window was harsh, 
trees swinging up and down in a rhythmic motion. She liked to watch it, a reminder that the real 
world was harsh, it was cruel but natural. It wasn’t pretty, but it wasn’t artificial, and Riko loved 
that. 


She checked the time before peaking out the door before creeping out, able to walk around without 
being bothered. 


She checked around the house to see if there was anyone up late before her eye was drawn to a 
small light in the kitchen. She lightened her steps before peeking to see who was inside. 


Shuichi was there, he was holding a cup in his hand, likely coffee from the steam coming out. 
Papers scattered around the table with one in his hand. He looked to be reading through them. 
Once he was done he grabbed a pencil and began to scribble notes on them. In front of him was 
also a computer. 


Riko stayed silent before she slowly walked inside, hoping not to startle him. Hearing her footsteps, 
he looked up, calmed himself, and smiled. 


“T don’t think we properly introduced, my name is Riko Yukiyume,” she said. She took a seat, 
peering a glance down at what he was looking at. It seemed to be random cut-out clippings of 
articles online, varying ones about different players of his game. 


“Shuichi Saihara,” he said, he grabbed another piece of paper. “Who is Kokichi?” 
“Rh?” 


“Out of everyone who played in our game, he’s the only one who had no background information, 
I managed to track down even a little of Maki’s history, at least her records at the orphanage. He 
pulled out a paper and showed it to Riko, it was Kokichi’s character bio, on his official site. 
Usually, it will give a bit of background like their birthday, famous connections, and talent. “but I 
can’t find anything on Kokichi,” 


Riko grabbed the paper, skimming through the bio that was a lot of words with no actual 
substance. It did give his birthdate and blood type, as well as high height and weight. She threw it 
down on the table. 


“They probably interrogated him where he eventually chose to give them enough to make them 
stop,” she deadpanned. “They would also figure that he would tell them anything just to end the 


pain so they stuck with the basics, besides it would be useless to lie about your birth date,” 
“He was tortured?” 

“Probably, all the evidence points to that, all the information is correct,” she said. 

“You don’t seem that bothered by that,” 


“What’s the point, it’s already been done, getting upset over something I already assumed they did 
wouldn’t help,” Riko said. “Besides, I’m curious about my own game,” she grabbed the computer 

and began to navigate the site. She scrolled through her game and clicked cast before going down 

to each player. Shuichi looked over her shoulder. 


Riko Yukiyume 
Ultimate liar 


Status- deceased 

The girl claiming to be the supreme leader, well if there is one thing we get in common between 
them is a mystery. She seems to alter herself back and forth depending on how the situation deems 
fit and will do absolutely anything to get what she wants. She is quite similar to a past competitor, 
Kokichi Ouma but this one might be even more ruthless. 


Currently 
As in Chapter 5, Riko Yukiyume has been trialed and executed for the murder of Kazuki Nakaya. 


“Hey, can you check the latest episode?” Shuichi asked. Riko opened another tab, searching for the 
current season’s episode. She read the bio of the latest episode released. 


“Chapter five, twisted memories, twisted lies, part eight, daily life,” she read. 
“Huh?” 
“That’s how they label the episodes, reality shows never do anything original,” she said. 


“Shouldn’t it be a deadly life? If it’s already labeled on the website, they wouldn’t want to spoil,” 
Shuichi said. “If that’s the case then they are doing major damage control already,” 


“When was the last time this site was updated?” Riko scrolled through, she couldn’t find any date 
or time. “It’s a bit risky, I’m sure there are a couple people stalking the sites since the episode can’t 
air,” 


“No, this information is bare bones at best, you would only need to check it at the beginning and 
end of the season,” Shuichi said. He scrolled through a couple more, pointing at one girl, Kyoko. 
“Everyone here has a mask on if they are labeled alive. Except for you,” 


“The theme of the season, you would only see their faces once they die, maybe they didn’t bother 
with me,” Riko shrugged. 


“That doesn’t sit well with me,” he said. 
“Yeah, but there isn’t much we can do about it right now,” 


“Perhaps they are gonna use it as blackmail?” Shuichi theorized. “Revealing your identity will then 
show you up as a threat, then cause an active witchhunt on you,” 


“But according to the public, I’m dead, we’re all supposed to be dead,” Riko said. 

“Yeah... also I have a couple of questions I was wondering if you could answer,” 

“Yeah?” 

“Do you believe that’s really Kaito?” heavy hitter already. 

“Without a doubt,” she said. “I saw his face,” 

“Oh...” Shuichi muttered. “Are you sure?” 

“My memory isn’t that bad y’know, and no I have no reason to lie to you,” Riko deadpanned. 
“T see... how is he?” 

“Ummm... well he isn’t sick by any means,” 

“Really?” 


“No, never coughed, had major memory issues, that was the medication he was taking for, but take 
a guess how useful it actually was in helping him,” 


“The medication made him lose his memory more...” Shuichi said. “Would he be able to 
recover?” 


“Yes, as soon as he went off for a few hours he was already regaining small fragments, my bet is 
the medication is designed to be fast acting and easily reversible, might pair with the flashback 
lights,” Riko said. “To be honest I have no idea how it works,” 


“Hmmm,” Shuichi thought to himself. “There was a poison I remember in my lab, something about 
memory, I didn’t read about it much, but... do you know what his medication looked like?” 


“Purple and yellow, standard pills shape,” 
“That sounds about right,” Shuichi said. “How is he... emotionally?” 


“Tt’s the Kaito you all know and love, at least the type he was on TV,” Riko said. “Took myself 
and one other as a sidekick, kinda the opposite of your game, in that game, his sidekicks survived, 
in this one he survived,” 


“T see...” Shuichi said. “Alright... can you tell me about Yuuma?” 
“What about him?” 


“Um well... was he always from here?” Shuichi began to fiddle with his fingers. Oh... haven’t had 
this conversation in a while. “I mean... he’s fluent in Japanese and such but...” 


“No clue, he never talked about it,” Riko shrugged. “You’ll have to ask him, all I know are 
rumors,” 


“Which are?” 
“That he was a merman banished from the sea after he made an unfortunate deal with a witch!” 


“Um...” 


“T’m kidding with you, I don’t actually know, though I can tell you the story about his eye,” 
“Something happened to remove his eye?” 


“Nope! He was born with blindness in only one eye, don’t tell him I told you though, he likes to 
make up stories, actually... ask him about it, he loved to talk about that,” 


“Really?” Shuichi muttered. He is probably skeptical of her, not like he doesn’t have a good 
reason. Ultimate liar and known associate to Kokichi Ouma? She can’t blame him for that. She’s 
basically his most loyal follower, and everything she does can probably be boiled down to wanting 
to help him. 


“That’s up to you to do, though as a tip from the best, get someone else to ask for you, for example, 
a stranger or someone who is more curious or blunt. Then you collect info by simply watching,” 
Riko said. “I recommend Himiko, she is gullible enough to do it and realistic enough to ask him,” 


“What? No! ’'m not gonna manipulate someone for that,” Shuichi said. 


“You don’t have to get defensive... it’s admirable to reject an offer like that,” Riko deadpanned. 
“However I doubt you will be able to keep that admirability for long, in this life you have to be 
scummy to survive,” 


“Sure but I don’t believe I should sell out my friends... you would understand that right?” Shuichi 
said. 


“Yes, but if I offered Namie instead of Himiko, or perhaps a stranger? Would you do it?” 
“Are we still talking about Yuuma here?” Shuichi raised an eyebrow. 


“Well I’m asking, would you be more willing to sell out a stranger over your friend, what are you 
willing to do to survive?” she leaned over to the table, staring him down, trying to get a correct 
read on his expression. Shuichi surprisingly was easy to read. He was intimidated, confused, he 
had a vision of who Riko was but now he was actually talking to her he was wrong. He’s trying to 
reassess who she is and what’s the next move for him. And from that, a pleasant conversion was 
just a mask over an interrogation. 


“Have you ever done that before?” Shuichi asked. 


“Yes, to protect myself and those I cared about,” Riko said. She didn’t lie, nor made any indication 
that she could be lying. No one would reasonably lie to make themselves look bad, especially in a 
situation where she should be coming off as more likable to him. This should build up her 
credibility. 


“Do you regret it?” 


“That I had to hurt people? No, the world created a situation where we have to fend for ourselves, I 
simply reacted,” Another truth, framed in a way to both give her sympathy. 


“This morning, did you hurt anyone?” he asked. He should know this, he should have put together 
that some monokuma robot didn’t just appear in front of the guards and malfunction. The bomb 
was likely her doing unless he wasn’t present when it happened, though given the time frame, the 
car should have at least been close enough to hear or drive through the carnage. Perhaps he wants 
to know the context of that situation. 


“Yes,” she said. 


“How many?” 

“Didn’t count,” 

“How many besides the bomb?” 
“Two,” 


“Why did you hurt them?” He was smart in this. He wanted to make her feel comfortable, that’s 
why he is saying ‘hurt’ not kill. 


“Tn the first case I only did what I had to, I knew someone was going to die at the end of that week, 
and I needed control, I knew no matter what I was going to be framed for the crime, so I needed the 
control of who was going to die,” 


“Was it to protect someone?” 

“No, it was just someone who got unlucky,” 
“Do you feel guilty,” 

“... 00,” 


“Why?” 


“While I was aware someone was going to die, I was not the one who stabbed them, I sentenced 
them to death, but it was the mastermind’s choice to kill them,” Riko said. Shuichi paused, thinking 
of the next thing to say. 


“Do you find Kokichi guilty of killing Miu and Gonta,” 
“No,” 

“Do you find Gonta guilty for killing Miu?” 

“Yes,” 

“Gonta wanted to mercy kill everyone, so you see that as him pulling the trigger, don’t you,” 
“Yes,” 

“However Kokichi is the one to trick him to do it,” 
“Did Kokichi have a gun to his head?” 

“Huh?” 

“Was his life threatened?” 

“No...” 


“From my perspective of the case, one person’s life was threatened, he knew that if he killed 
someone, even if he could, it would result in a trial killing either himself or everyone else, so he 
decided to tell someone else to convince them to kill the primary threat, then given that 
information, that person killed the girl,” 


“Yeah but there had to be another way! He could have never entered the program, tell someone, he 


shoul-” He was getting erratic. 

“Would you believe him?” Riko darkened her glare. 

“Huh?” 

“You never believe him, you didn’t in the trial, you didn’t afterward,” 


“Well maybe if he didn’t lie all the time he would have a reason for us to trust him!” Shuichi raised 
his voice. He’s getting emotional. 


“T see... Ido not fault you for seeing it that way, I just want you to know my perspective on the 
issue,” Riko backtracked. She didn’t want Shuichi to hate her. “Anyways...” 


“You mentioned a second death, who was it?” 

“A no-name,” 

“A no-name?” 

“Yes,” 

“Then why did you kill them?” 

“Got in the way,” 

“Was there another way to get rid of them?” 

“Tf I knew, I would have explored that option,” 

“Actually... I don’t think you would,” Shuichi said. Riko paused for a moment, looking up at him. 
“Eh?” 


“You don’t seem like the person to entertain other solutions, you take the most direct and efficient 
solution to the problem, the only standard you have is to protect yourself and those you care 
about,” Shuichi said. “Out of everyone in DICE, you seem to closely resemble Kokichi the most,” 


“Are you trying to insult me or flatter me?” 


“T’m... not exactly sure yet,” Shuichi gave a small smile. “There’s so much I don’t know I can’t be 
sure of anything,” 


“T see... it must be nice,” 
“What?” 


“To have your uncle back, and Naomi... I mean she’s not Kaede but...” Riko stopped herself. She 
didn’t want to mention the dolls, she didn’t know exactly what it meant, while she had her 
suspicions that Kaede was alive, a mimic of her body isn’t really good proof. /f anything... I’m 
surprised they didn’t try to get Naomi into the game... “How much do you know about Naomi?” 


“Huh? Not much, we didn’t really talk that much,” Shuichi admitted. “I’ve... probably been 
avoiding her,” 


“T see... who does talk to her?” 


“Yuuma and Ojisan,” 


“Alright... thank you,” Riko said. Naomi is an ultimate, she’s also a twin that mixes with team 
danganronpa, screams bad news. I need to talk to Kokichi more about that. 


“Ts there something about her?” Shuichi asked. 

“Nothing of your concern,” she said. He narrowed his eyes at her. 
You don’t trust me. They said. 

Of course not. Riko smiled. “Do you plan to go to bed soon,” 


“Yeah... I think I am going to have to continue this tomorrow night,” Shuichi began to gather the 
papers. 


“At night? Oh, are you hiding all of this from everyone?” 


“Ojisan doesn’t want me to be caught up with the killing game, but... I mean the second after we 
left they didn’t care, all we worked for was just for nothing...” Shuichi looked away from her. “I 
want to keep my word, to end the killing game, for them, for all of them, doesn’t matter if it turns 
out if everyone was secretly alive and kept in there, for everyone who suffered through this...” 


“Noble,” Riko said. 
“Huh?” 


“T said that’s noble. Shuichi you’re a respectful man, I would recommend you always be watching 
your back, while in the killing game, you managed to win over enough people not to put a target on 
your back, however, the more vocal you are about the killing game, the less your looks and 
personality convince people to not shoot you to keep their killing game,” 


“Looks?” Shuichi asked. Um... 


“T’m trying to tell you that you could get assassinated,” Riko deadpanned, completely ignoring the 
comment. 


“Oh... right, would I be targeted by the holy salvation?” 


“Oh definitely, just for the sake of them wanting Maki Harukawa back in their forces, and they are 
more or less a commission-based organization, they don’t have any ideologies themselves, instead 
lend assassins and take clients for the hyper-rich,” 


“T guess going through a third neutral party would mean that it’s harder to trace back to you,” 
Shuichi said. 


“Exactly, their assassins are usually children and have no clue who they going to kill and why, they 
are also taught to be able to keep a secret beyond all else, they fear failing holy salvation more than 
they do death, so the majority die before they reach adulthood,” 


“You seem to know a lot about them,” 
“T know people,” Riko said, thinking back. 


“Give them a chance... they barely know anything besides murder,” 


“Give them a chance? Kokichi, he tried to stab me when I bumped into him!” 


“Yeah and don’t tell me you haven’t flipped a couple of people over when you feel slightly 
threatened by them,” Kokichi scolded. “You are just mad that you can’t beat this one in a fight,” 


“Eh? If I wanted to I could easily beat him in a fight,” 
“Surrrrre, you against one of the best assassins in the world, I wonder who will win?” 


“How about this, just go and talk to him, maybe he will stop trying to kill you... and me, he seems 
ready to kill me every time I look at the other one in a funny way,” 


“Who?” Shuichi snapped her back to reality. 
“T was being vague for a reason...” Riko deadpanned. 
“Oh...” 


“Anyways, I can help you clean up, I was planning on visiting Kokichi tonight if you wanna 
come,” Riko stood up. Shuichi reluctantly nodded at her as they both decided to clean up the desk. 
It was mostly ordering the papers to something that semi-made sense. Riko also showed Shuichi 
all the places in the house that had different sorting items. There were a couple of items that Riko 
had trouble finding, meaning not everything was kept the same since she left. It gave a bit of a 
laugh so it wasn’t necessarily bad. 


“T recommend you hide everyone in the bottom cabinet here, no one really goes in there,” Riko 
said. 


“T’ve been just hiding it in my room...” Shuichi said. 
“Then it’s a miracle you haven’t been caught yet, Namie is a little snitch and she will definitely be 
checking your room at some point,” Riko said. “And Kokichi is far worse,” 


“T was thinking,” 


“Oh you know nothing,” Riko said. “Keep in mind this is his house,” she smiled. Shuichi shuttered 
before putting everything in the cabinet. 


“And how do you know they won’t check here?” 


“Because Namie is banned from the kitchen and Kokichi can’t cook to save his life if it were up to 
him, he would just eat snacks all his life,” 


“Oh... that’s interesting,” 


“Yeah everyone is interesting,” Riko said, leaving the kitchen. Kokichi’s room wasn’t too far 
away, he was declared fine and stable, but he was yet to wake up from whatever Misaki gave him. 
Riko had the small query that she might have done that to get the damn kid to sleep, though she 
wasn’t going to be the one to integrate her. 


Riko quietly opened the door, looking inside to make sure she wasn’t going to startle anyone. 
Shuichi was behind her, slightly peaking over. He hasn’t really gotten a look at Kokichi since they 
came, he was in the back of the car focusing on everything else during the rescue, and shortly after 
that, he was whisked away by Misaki. 


She slowly walked in and walked over to the bed. Kokichi was sleeping soundly on the bed. She 
pulled out a chair and sat next to it. Shuichi walked over, staring at him more in shock than 
anything. Whether that’s because he was still in denial about Kokichi being alive or this is the first 
time he saw Kokichi fully at peace. His hair was brushed and trimmed, likely by Misaki, however, 
he still was extremely pale and thin. 


“T can’t believe he’s still alive...’’ Shuichi muttered. 


“Me neither... honestly, I don’t know what I would have done if he really was dead... after the 
game of course,” 


“You were sure you would survive the game?” 


“Honestly... I don’t know,” Riko brushed a bit of hair out of Kokichi’s face. “If I can be honest, I 
lost my original purpose a long time ago, everything I want seems to go back to him, losing that... I 
don’t know what I should do... what’s your purpose Shuichi?” 


“Right now? To end the killing game, but to a grander scale, to find the truth,” 


“That’s good... don’t lose sight of that,” Riko said, not looking at him. “You should go to bed, it’s 
late,” 


“How about you?” 
“T can’t sleep right now, I plan to just stay here for the time being,” 
“What do you plan to do when he awakes?” 


“Talk to him, ask what he wants,” Riko said. “Get him some water... then throw him out a 
window,” 


“What?” 


“He went and got shot, besides, might be good enough to avoid everyone else wanting to,” Riko 
smiled. 


“Are you being honest?” 


“T dunno,” Riko shrugged. Shuichi just sighed to himself before making a small yawn. He’s tired... 
he’s cute when he’s tired. Riko thought then proceeded to throw that thought out of her head. 

“T’m going to go to bed... goodnight then...” Shuichi muttered before turning back. He quietly 
shut the door, leaving Riko alone with Kokichi. She looked over at him. Tightly gripping his hand. 


“.. how long have you been awake,” 

“The whole time,” Kokichi smiled. 

“Of course,” 

“Do you really want to throw me out a window RiRi,” Kokichi pouted. Yes. 

“No,” Riko deadpanned. She looked towards the door, staring out. “So that’s Shuichi Saihara,” 
“Yup! My beloved Shumai!” 


“He’s smart, and he knows it,” Riko said. “He might come off as shy but you could tell he is just 


being unsure because of past consequences,” 


“He’s the type who is willing to press on if he believes his theory to be correct, he used to have to 
rely strictly on other people to support him, but nowadays it seems he can do that all himself, isn’t 
that sweet,” Kokichi said. “...[ need a girlfriend,” 


“What?” 


“So she can die and I gain my confidence! Hmm... doesn’t it have to be a ‘girlfriend’ or just 
someone I cared about... because there was Kaito and such... but also Kaede... Riko can you do 
me a favor and die?” 


“No,” 
“Aww... but I don’t want to be unsure of myself anymore,” 
“That is not how that works,” 

“Who says that?” 

“Common sense,” 

“But we are friends?” 

“Yeah?” 


“Who’s a friend if you can’t tragically die to start a stellar character arc to make the fans adore 
you!” 


“Fans already adore you,” 


“Aww, of course they do!” Kokichi smiled. Riko wasn’t necessarily lying at that part. Kokichi was 
both adored and absolutely hated by fans. People cried at his death, there was a fandom war 
between the Gonta fans vs the Kokichi fans, and people are still debating who’s at fault to this day. 
If she were to show him the proof he would believe it was some elaborate lie to screw with him. 


“Have you talked to anyone else?” Riko asked. 


“T woke up and got to talk to Maki-roll before she strangled me unconscious again,” Kokichi 
smiled. He’s lying... but he was at least aware Maki was there. 


“T won’t let her hurt you,” Riko said. You know I would never let anyone hurt you ever again. 
Kokichi just stared at her, no expression on his face. 


“T know,” he said. “I don’t want you to hurt yourself though,” 


“And I won’t let you hurt yourself either, I don’t want you to ever try killing yourself again,” Riko 
said. “Which I’ve been meaning to ask you, did you forget about us?” 


“Huh?” 


“You tried to end the game, did you forget about us? Or did you find your feud over monokuma 
beat us? Did you care more about your need for control over us?” Riko asked. 
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“Kokichi!” 


“... When I was in that game, I was reminded back to the orphanage, where the grown-ups would 
starve kids who misbehaved, beat kids who didn’t speak the same language, you remember what it 
was like?” Kokichi looked at her. 


“T do,” Riko said. She recalled her time there extremely vividly, she remembered details of meeting 
Kokichi, Yuuma, her friends, Nishiki, she recalled escaping the walls. She recalled being lifted up 
by Yuuma and then helping pull him over before the adults caught him. He was the last one able to 
escape, they had to leave half the kids or else they would get caught. 


“Tt was hell, that’s it, besides... never mind,” he said. Riko frowned but didn’t want to press on in 
case it was an uncomfortable subject. 


“T understand... but do something that self-sacrificing again and I’m shooting you,” Riko said. 
“That’s a promise,” 


“Yippee! Pll keep you to that!” Kokichi smiled. “Where are all the guns?” 
“Hid them, you aren’t allowed to touch them,” 

“But I know how to use a gun...” 

“Yeah, everyone does,” 

“Not everyone! Um... Himiko doesn’t know!” Kokichi pouted. 

“T don’t see Himiko being able to hurt anyone even if she did know,” 


“Say that to the trials where she was main suspect number one,” Kokichi said. “Himi Himi could 
have easily committed murder if she wanted to,” 


“And if it was in her personality I would feel threatened by her, however, it’s not,” she said, 
standing up. She walked over to the window, peeking out the curtains. 


“Hey hey, while you’re there, can you open the curtains?” Kokichi called out. “It hurts to move,” 


Riko nodded before gently opening them up. There wasn’t much to see, the boards were too busy 
in the way to actually get a look at what was outside, yet Kokcihi’s face already softened. 


“We're finally home...” Kokichi whispered to himself. 

“What was that?” Riko turned over. 

“Nothing, you should go and sleep, I know you didn’t at all for the past couple of days,” 
“That’s what everyone else told me, what makes you think I will now?” Riko crossed her arms. 


“Because I’m ordering you to,” he narrowed his eyes. “And I know you value my orders,” he said. 
Riko was a bit taken aback. She knew he was smart, she was never dumb to that fact, though she 
never expected him to directly call her out. Kokichi is the type to keep information to himself until 
the very last second until he undoubtedly needs something done, and basic self-care is not the top 
of her priorities. She doesn’t see why he would pull that line for something so trivial. 


“Why does everyone value sleep so much? There is so much more to get done,” 


“Because there isn’t anything to do,” Kokichi leaned back on the bed. “I can’t really move without 
pain, there’s a storm out there, and the second the group finds out I’m awake they are gonna swarm 
me, and you for that matter, they will never let you out if their sight so value your last moment of 
privacy before they catch on,” 


“T guess... but,” 


“Can you stop and listen to me?” Kokichi said. “Besides, I’m tired myself and while I like you and 
all, I want you to get out,” 


“Oh... right,” Riko stood up. “I’m... sorry,” 


“Just go,” he said. Riko awkwardly walked out of the room, looking in the hallway, almost 
expecting someone to talk to. She skipped her way through to her room, careful to not make any 
noise, not necessarily to wake anyone, but just out of habit. She shut the door and fell on her bed, 
making another attempt to sleep that night. 


She didn’t realize how quickly she could fall asleep when commanded. 
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There was no morning light to wake Riko up. It was just as dark as she fell asleep. The wind was 
exactly the same, the same rain, the same darkness. The sound was therapeutic, yet haunting at the 
same time. 


Yuuma must hate this, he’s always avoided the dark. 


Riko sat up, yawning before leveling her hair and grabbing the first thing that could help her tell 
the time. It was her phone, saying it was around eight in the morning. What time did I go to bed? 


She got herself ready and slowly opened the door ready to leave her room unsure of what exactly to 
expect. The hallway was empty. She peaked out a bit, before jumping at the sound of something 
smashing, followed by shouting. Riko ran through the halls and nearly tripped down the stairs. 
When she peaked over the corner of the wall she stood over something she should have expected. 


Almost everyone was awake, even Sachi left his room, with Himiko riding on his back. Shuichi, 
Naomi, Ren, Daido, and Kazu watched the scene with varying expressions. Namie and Nao were 
standing protectively over Maki to make sure she didn't do anything. 


And in the middle were Misaki and Yuuma desperately trying to get Kokichi from getting off the 
chandelier. 


“Oh hey Riko!” Ren waved her over. “Here to watch whatever is happening here? I brought 
snacks!” he smiled. Riko looked back at him before looking at Kokichi, who also waved down at 
her. 


“Look! I can finally climb on something that won’t break on me!” he grinned. 


“Riko, please help get him down, he won't listen to anybody else,” Naomi ran over to her, her 
voice in a panic. 


“T think he should stay up there,” Maki said. 
“Wowwww, only been alive for a couple hours and Makima already hates me,” 
“Woah she’s bad but not that bad,” Ren called out, receiving odd looks from everyone else. 


“But you shouldn’t be moving to begin with!” Yuuma called out. “If you get yourself killed after 
all of this...” 
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“Should I go down?.... How about... nope!” Kokichi swung down the chandelier until the only 
thing clinging to it was his knees, a living Spiderman. 


Except what differentiated Kokichi from the superhero was Kokichi was in a state as fragile as a 
paper doll. 


“Aw... but if you stay up there then we are gonna get rid of it!” Namie cried. “And Nao uses it as 
a hideout!” 


“Namie!” Nao shook her, his shout was shockingly quiet. 
“More people go up in there?!” Misaki shouted. 

“That thing can hold people!” 

“Kokichi’s up there right now!” 

“Kokichi is like... three kilos,” 

“Hey! ’'m not that light... I’m just...” 

“Short,” 


“Hey! How dare you... insult a dying... *sniff*... ’m so...” Kokichi fell off the chandelier. Riko, 
Yuuma, and Misaki nearly hit each other in an attempt to catch him. They all fell on the ground, 
Kokichi laughing through the whole thing. 


“HAHAHAHAHA, Oh god! That was hilarious, your faces!” he began to cry. 
“Are you crying because of the situation...?” Naomi asked. 

“Or because you fell?” Yuuma said, not even bothering to lift his head. 
“Both! I am in so much pain right now!” Kokichi cried. 


“At least he’s back to his usual self...” Riko muttered only to get an annoyed groan from Misaki. 
She slowly lifted herself before proceeding to drag Kokichi away by the collar of his shirt. The rest 
of the group just watched in silence as he cried and Misaki slammed the door. 


“Good morning Riko!” Daido said, causing everyone else to finally notice her. 


“How was your go around at being the suicidal manic?” Kazu shouted, Nao hit him on the arm, 
causing him to flinch. “Hey! I’m right,” 


“Non non... it is my fault...” Riko said. “And I need to apologize for that,” 
“IT mean she got Kokichi back!” Namie cheered. “So it can’t be that bad,” 


“But it was reckless and stupid,” Yuuma walked over to her. “You didn’t think about anyone but 
yourself,” he sighed as he put his hands on his hips then leaned in to hug her. 


“T thought you were going to slap me,” Riko said. Yuuma sighed. 


“Riko... someday you will get one of us killed, and I hope you know our blood will be on your 
hands,” Yuuma leaned out of the hug, not even allowing Riko to process what he said. “I’m just 
happy you’re back,” 


Blood on my hands? There is already blood on my hands. 


“Me too...” Riko said. She looked at the rest. “I’m going to just... take a walk, see if anything has 
changed,” 


oh KKK 


Kokichi laid by himself. He wasn’t allowed to leave anymore. Misaki had to throw him into the 
bathtub herself and stand guard at all doors to make sure he didn’t escape. She was such a mother 
hen. He tried to figure out if it had to do with anything in her past, but nope, she’s just naturally like 
that, at least from every account he was able to get ahold of. He walked around the room, walking 
over to all the places that Sachi could have placed a camera and flipped it off before turning them 
off. 


Though finally she let him go to his own room. It was so clean it might as well have been new. She 
was quite similar to Kirumi in a lot of ways. She’s dead now. She tried to get everyone else killed. 


He shook the thought out of his head before standing up and heading to his closet. He ruffled 
through the contents, hoping to find some that matched. What he settled with was just a black shirt 
and shorts. He also grabbed a shaw] with a yellow, purple, and black quilted pattern. He swung it 
over his neck before pulling out his whiteboard and markers. 


He stood back for a moment, writing right in the middle danganronpa plan. He sat staring at the 
board for a bit, trying to figure something he could do. 


I need someone to talk to... I miss you Rantaro. 


He scrambled though his room until he found his old idea pal, a small blue plush. It was a gift from 
Yuuma all the way back to when they were at the orphanage, though it has stood the test of time. It 
was a Seal, with a teal ruffle collar and its snout had a little pink ball in front. It looked like a clown 
seal, which might have been why Kokichi was so endeared by it, or maybe that’s why he was 
endeared by clowns. Doesn’t matter anyway, the plushie is here for one reason and that’s for him 
to bounce off ideas. 


“Alrighty!” Kokichi clapped his hands together. “Just me and you to create the ultimate plan to get 
rid of team danganronpa!” he sat back on the bed. “The main issue is that my last plan did virtually 
nothing, even combined with Shuichi at the end, meaning I almost killed myself for nothing and 
Riko got dragged into it as well... and I’m not sure if I would strangle her ghost or she would 
strangle mine, but for sure once the rest of the crew dies then we are both getting strangled,” he 
looked back at the plushie. 
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“Great idea! Maybe if we take a more subtle approach from behind instead of something showy... 
but I like showy things... hmmm, guess I can make some subtle sacrifices for the sake of the 
mission, but how can we take down an organization this big?” 


oe 9 


“Yeah I know about FIT and such, they got basically every country on it except...” 


oe ” 


“Russia is a big one, and we can use Iturup as neutral gowns. I doubt Russia cares enough about 
what goes on in that territory as long as they own it, what else... China might be decent, but I don’t 


know the language,” 


oe ” 


“Yeah I know I could Jearn but isn’t Russian, French, Spanish, and English enough?” 


oe ” 


“Ok I’m not fluent in French... I could never lie to you,” 


oe Sy 


“Yeah yeah, but I can speak Russian and Spanish... and Spanish,” 


oe 9 


“Novoselic! How could I have forgotten about that puny country! They are the most anti 
danganronpa place that exists!,” 


oe b Sy 


“T dunno? He looks Novoselic,” 


“Yeah he isn’t as pretty as her, such a shame, how has time done with Sonia? Doubt the whole 


becoming a terrorist thing was good for the wrinkles,” 
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“Yeah she probably has dark circles under her eyes and that,” 
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“Yeah she doesn’t matter, besides the current queen is her cousin, Queen Doroteya the second, 
daughter of king Oliver,” 


oe 9 


“Yeah, the family had a lot of drama though, after Sonia nearly ran the country down and it took 
Doroteya a lot to convince the population to trust them, then the whole child murdering husband 
drama,” 


oe ” 


“Right I’m getting off topic,” 


oe iy 


“Perhaps if we can get into contact with Novoselic we could get their support, and we could...” 
that was when the thought hit his head. He grabbed a marker and started to scribble a map of the 
world, though he just removed the Americas completely, it didn’t matter for his plan, at least right 
now. He outlined all the countries and tried to dot in as many islands as he could remember, adding 
small labels that were more silly then to actually remember anything. 


He grabbed a few different colored markers before sketching out possible voyage lines, hitting 


stops he knew he would feel comfortable in. The main issue is that it would be a very long trip by 
sea to Novoselic, and even longer on land. If he had to take the trip by land, they would likely hop 
Russian islands then take trains all the way across, the other way is to make multiple voyages 
through sea. The land trip might be safer, but he really wasn’t interested in giving a scenic tour of 
Russia through cold cargo trains. 


“What would you do Nishiki?” Kokichi wondered out loud, he paused for a moment, turning to the 
plush. “When did I name you that?” 
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“Dear god I’m going to go insane,” Kokichi ran his hand through his hair. “Next thing I know you 
are actually going to start speaking,” 


“T like the idea of touring Russia,” 
“Yup...” Kokichi muttered to himself. “I lost it a long time ago,” 


“No, just turn around idiot,” the voice said. Kokichi signed and looked over to see Yuuma leaning 
over the door. 


“T thought I was going to be given privacy,” 


“That was before you flipped off the cameras and began talking to yourself,” 
“Yuum yuums, I thought stalking was above you...” Kokichi pouted. “Anyway, do you speak 
Spanish?” 


“Huh?” 

“ Do you speak Spanish? ” Kokichi said in Spanish this time. 

“ Don’t you already know this?” Yuuma crossed his arms. 

“I dunno, you tend to hide things,” Kokichi stuck out his tongue. 


“ Because I don't tend to bring it up, ” Yuuma said, taking a moment before swapping back to 
Japanese. “So why do you need to know what languages I speak?” 


Kokichi thought more, this was his chance to integrate Yuuma into his past before meeting him, he 
wouldn’t like it, but when has Kokichi ever cared about that? 


“Well since you asked... Was Spanish your first language?” 
“No, it was Japanese,” 

“Liar,” 

“You really think I would lie about that?” 

“Yes,” Kokichi deadpanned. 


“How would you know,” Yuuma asked. Kokichi just looked him up and down. “Ok fine 
whatever,” he walked over to Kokichi’s bed and sat down. 


“So when did you come to Japan?” Kokichi asked. 


“T was here all my life,” 
“Could have you blocked any of your memories? Due to trauma or anything?” 
“T think I would know that,” 


“You have no clue how that works,” Kokichi said. “What was the earliest memory you 
remember,” 


“Being picked up by the police, they called me pitiful, I was three,” 
“And they didn’t bother to find your parents? They must have sucked at their job,” 


“T dunno why they didn’t, they shoved me in the orphanage, and that’s it,” Yuuma shrugged. “So 
you didn’t answer my question,” 


“Yes I did!” 
“No you didn’t,” 


“Yes I did!” Kokichi shook him before Yuuma pushed him away. Yuuma just laughed at him and 
ruffled his hair. “Don’t do that,” 


“T will do whatever I want, consider that your punishment for trying to kill yourself,” 
“Are you still mad about that!” 


“Yes,” Yuuma deadpanned. “Now stop trying to diverge the topic,” 


showing him the board. 
“Nice drawing,” Yuuma commented. 


“Yup! I memorized the map so I can draw it on command! And I had an idea to get rid of team 
danganronpa,” 


“Yeah?” 


“So team danganronpa needs one thing above all else to function, ultimates, because you could 
technically run a killing game with a tough guy with a knife and an abandoned warehouse if you 
really felt committed,” 


“Didn't they do that one season?” 
“Yeah, the only thing that saved it was how good the cast was,” Kokichi said. 
“When did you get time to research that?” Yuuma asked. 


“Himiko has been teaching me her magic!” he said. The real reason was the hideout he and Riko 
spent had a lot of books on all the killing games. There were a lot of interesting concepts, one time 
had four traitors instead of one, one that was a major collab with some American celebrities, one 
where a TV cat told the group it was a TV show from the start, each season striving something 
new to get audiences interested. It’s impressive that they haven’t run out of ideas to murder kids 
yet. 


“Sure...” Yuuma said. “So you said something about the ultimates,” 


“Oh right!” Kokichi pointed at Japan. “Have you ever seen a documentary on any major tragedy, 
or not that, any documentary where people needed to escape something?” 


“Like Dunkirk?” 


“T was thinking more... world war two or the tragedy, an underground operation to get people out 
of the country and somewhere safer,” 


“Well that would be a weird operation to pull, not like it’s a “save everyone’ or there is an easily 
accessible list, I mean, the majority of ultimates taken for the game are named ultimates only a few 
months before that, this is not even considering volunteers,” Yuuma said. “I can bet there are a lot 
like Kiyo who went out of their way to get a talent so they can reak the benefits of team 
danganronpa,” 


“What if we can get a list,” 

“You wanna steal their list?” 

“We can at least find all the places they scout, and the key spots right before,” 
“That seems... actually possible,” Yuuma muttered. 

“T know right! And I know exactly how to involve the reporter girl and detective,” 
“You trust them?” 

“God no! But we can use them,” 

“That makes sense, what you got,” 


“Simple, after a certain amount of time,” Kokichi grabbed a marker and began to write on the 
board. “Two years from now, with all their ultimate supply gone, they will have to make cuts, or 
bring in less interesting competitors, we get the reporter girl to write an article calling them out on 
their unfortunate situation, then this will spark for an investigation, then we just have to control 
which detectives are going in, plant a bit of unethical evidence and such, just make sure the public 
is aware of the kidnappings and hush money, batta bing batta boom!” Kokichi laid out, falling on 
the bed. 


“Have you thought this completely through?” 


“Still thinking out the kinks, for example, which route we gotta go, how to convince family 
members, do we bring family members with them? Should we allow family members to join their 
kids? How could we get into contact with Novoselic, will they accept the plan?” Kokichi rattled 
off. 


“Novoselic?” Yuuma looked back at the map,” 


“Yup! A mostly Spanish speaking anti-danganronpa, non-FIT member country, almost perfect to 
be honest,” 


“Not Russia or China? Just like... anything else?” Yuuma shrugged. 


“Nope!” Kokichi smiled. “Is there anything wrong with Novoselic?” 


“No... just that it’s far away and all, but everything else, those aren’t that major of a deal, but I’m 
not sure how well we could do on planting evidence and getting inside,” Yuuma asked. 


“Oh I think I got a person for that!” Kokichi jumped up. “Remember Tsumugi Shirogane?” 
“Tsumugi?,” Yuuma perked up. “What does she have to do with that?” 

“Yuum yuums! She’s my friend don’t you know?” Kokichi pouted. 

“She’s also the mastermind,” 

“Yup! And she owes me,” Kokichi said. “It’s the least she can do because of the killing game,” 


“Why on earth would you want someone like that to help you,” Yuuma stood up. “She has done 
nothing but ruin our lives!” 


“She did nothing much when you think about it, besides, beggars can’t be choosers when it comes 
to things like that, and I trust Tsumugi more than Akira,” 


“Akira Ono?” 


“Yeah him, anyways, Tsumugi helped Riko and I escape, so I’m assuming she is decently on our 
sides,” 


“You mean the most well-known mastermind of recent years? The medal winning snowboarder? 
The one person that no one has been able to see in the wild for three years before he appeared in 
the game?” 


“What are you his fanboy?” Kokichi crossed his arms. “I’m talking about Tsumugi,” 


“Well... he’s kinda a huge mystery among fans, before he appeared in the game he was on all the 
true crime posters, assuming he was murdered. It was crazy, you didn’t look into that at all?” 


“Wasn’t the top of my priorities three years ago, I’m more or less surprised you had time to track 
the missing case of some snowboarder,” 


“Well... basically he was a huge deal as the youngest snowboarder to win multiple Olympic 
medals before at some point he disappeared, his parents wouldn’t say anything but they seemed 
very distressed about it. Since he was never reported missing, the police couldn’t do anything 
about it,” Yuuma explained. 


“Thanks for the info dump, I love ya, but I don’t care, Yuuma,” Kokichi said. 
“Well it’s quite important if you met him and he could possibly be an inside ally,” 


“Eh, don’t know well enough, don’t care,” Kokichi shrugged. “But Ill keep it in mind, right now I 
can’t possibly trust him from what I know, at least not until the storm passes by,” 


“Why?” 


“There’s always a chance that after the storm the mansion gets raided which will suck, so that also 
means Riko, myself, and whoever is against the law here has to run about somewhere else, which 
means... you and Misaki are gonna have to run the house,” Kokichi smiled. “Oh and we are going 
to have to make new masks, the old ones were compromised,” 


“Have they now?” Yuuma raised an eyebrow. Kokichi shrugged. 


“Yeah, it was in my motive video,” 
“Wait... what was in your video?” 
“They don’t show it on TV?” 


“No, they made it quite vague and only brought it up on the trial,” Yuuma explained. So you really 
did watch all of it... 


“Well... it was you guys, it wasn’t in-depth or anything... just showed the old photo of us 
together... and one with you all in a prison,” Kokichi muttered. He looked back up at Yuuma, 
smiling. “It was really badly photoshopped and all! I mean, it was so outdated of course I knew 
you guys were fine!” 


Yuuma just stared back at him. He didn’t respond. Kokichi kept his smile, refusing to let Yuuma 
read his expression. He didn’t want Yuuma yelling at him for his stunt at the end, though he 
already knew he was gonna get the same speech to anyone who knew what he did. He didn’t want 
Yuuma to pity him either, he hated pity. 


“Ok... if you need to talk about it, just call me up,” Yuuma said. 
“But I didn’t need that,” 


“Still, just keep that in mind,” Yuuma sighed to himself. “As mad as I am at Riko, I can’t be mad 
at her for the stunt she played at the end, for going into the killing game, sure yeah I’m pissed. 
They knew that she would act erratic if they used you, and she knew they were probably using you 
as a toy to get her to murder, but the fact she took such a heavy risk, that she would go so far just to 
bring you back, I can’t be mad at her, I would have done the same,” 


Yuuma ruffled Kokichi’s hair, much to his irritation. When Kokichi looked up he could see Yuuma 
holding back a tear. 

“I’m just so happy you’re alive,” he smiled. Kokichi didn’t know how to respond, simply hugging 
him instead. 


“T’m happy too...” he muttered. “And I’m sorry,” 


Yuuma didn’t respond to that, just slowly hugging him back. 
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He fell asleep 


Yuuma sighed, slowly moving to the middle of the bed, trying not to wake Kokichi. He looked 
around, slowly grabbing the popplio plush and putting it next to him. Sometimes he tends to forget 
that Kokichi is still a child all things considered. 


Well technically he’s a teenager, but he doubts he can ever see Kokichi as anything more than his 
annoying younger brother. Kokichi was more childlike than he would like to admit, Yuuma wanted 
to keep it that way, he wanted Kokichi to have an actual childhood, no matter how screwed up it 
already was. He wasn’t the right person to be able to care for him, nonetheless everyone else in 
DICE. That might be why they never seemed to bother him that much. 


Yuuma walked over to Kokichi’s board, noticing all the different notes written on it, with 
Novoselic circles. He grabbed a marker and wrote below it in Spanish. 


“You will need a translator for this, suggest we either hire more Spanish speakers or teach more of 
us the language” it felt a little weird going back to it after trying to bury that part of his past for so 
long. Not that there was much to bury, he barely knew much about it. 


If we do this... would I have to pretend to be a local? Oh god will I have an accent? Of course I 
would, but would the people ask me where I learned it? I mean... Yuuma shook the thoughts out of 
his head. He shouldn’t worry about it until Kokichi finishes refining the idea. 


He looked back to Kokichi sleeping on the bed. He sighed to himself before gently moving the 
board to the corner, hoping it doesn't consume him once he woke up. 


While it was incredible that the two of them were back, Yuuma had no clue how he was going to 
approach this from now. He had at least five active fugitives living with him. Sure it’s not like 
there aren’t people already hunting for half of the members in DICE, but the Holy Salvation is 
quite easy to avoid if one goes to the right places and makes deals with the right people. While 
team danganronpa can’t plaster Kokichi and Riko’s faces everywhere, Maki, Shuichi, and Himiko 
were on marketable plushies for all that can see. 


Riko and Kokichi are both supposed to be dead, and along with the design choices in the game if 
Yuuma can convince them to get a different outfit, hairstyle, and get Kokichi not to wear contacts, 
then they could survive out there. 


Yuuma leaned on the back of the wall, shutting his eye. He listened to the storm outside, as the 
wind hits the branches of the trees near him, knowing they still have a couple more days trapped in 
the mansion. 


Though maybe he could just relax for those days, instead of doing anything crazy, he can lie down, 
and enjoy himself, be happy to be alive. He walked out of the room, shutting it. He walked down 
the halls, hoping to find a place just to relax, for once. 


“Yuuma!” Naomi called out. Guess not. “How is Kokichi?” 


“Asleep, he overthinks until he passes out, not sure how he does it,” Naomi said. “He’s really 
different from what everyone says about him,” 


“Yeah...” Yuuma muttered. She couldn’t be more right about that. Kokichi Ouma from the killing 
game was heartless, selfish, he used other people's lives as toys for his own sick needs. 


The Kokichi Ouma he knew likes to climb on top of people, steal cookies, and make puns that 
annoyed everyone. The Kokichi Ouma he knows likes to chase people around and make jokes 
about them but will do something nice to apologize if they appear offended. The Kokichi Ouma he 
knows is a good person. 


He’s worried that team danganronpa twisted who he was, and made him go to those extremes. 
Convincing him he is a bad person. He’s not a bad person. Anyone who knows him would know 
that. But the kid on the show? That was just how danganronpa transformed him to be. A villain. 


What Yuuma wouldn’t do just to hurt everyone involved with team danganronpa. 
“What do you plan to do now? Now that he’s back and all?” 


“T don’t know, I guess relax for a bit, not for long, we still have the current killing game to deal 
with, Kaito Momota and all that,” 


“Right... he’s important to you guys,” 


“Not to me, but to Kokichi, Shuichi, Maki, Riko, Ms. Momota, basically everyone who ever met 
the guy adores him, I personally don’t see the appeal, positive people annoy me,” 


“Oh...” Naomi shrunk down, clearly offended. 


“In my defense... you can’t really be positive from my experience, you gotta prepare and expect 
the worst,” he said, securing his position instead of apologizing. 


“T mean, it’s all good now, you got them back, I’m sure we can get a way to save Kaito as well,” 


“He isn’t as clever as those two though, even then if I were aware about Riko’s plans, I would have 
objected way and back,” 


“TJ mean... not many people are brave enough to frame themselves for murder,” 


“Yeah...” Naomi muttered. “Murdering someone is something I don’t think I could ever do, even 
if it’s for the greater good,” 


“Really?” Yuuma raised an eyebrow. “Sure if it’s for someone you don’t know nor care about, 
maybe even a hundred people you don’t care about, but how about yourself?” 


“Huh?” 
“Would you kill someone to save yourself?” 
“In self-defense sure...” 


“Yeah but would you target someone, hurt them for your own benefit, for someone you care 
about?” Yuuma faced her. Naomi was quite short, causing him to tower over her. 


“T... [don’t know,” she muttered. Yuuma was about to integrate more before pausing. 
“Oh... sorry, I went a little off on you didn’t I...” Yuuma laughed a bit, trying to lighten the mood. 


“No it’s fine... I got myself into this, but I want to help you guys, for my sister!” Naomi said. “I’m 
sure you’re stressed about it,” 


“Tt’s a genuine shock my hair isn’t completely gray by now...” Yuuma said, picking off a strand. 
“Have you thought of dying it?” Naomi asked. “I’m thinking of dying mine,” 
“What color?” Yuuma asked. 


“Thinking red, but keep the tips blond, think that would look cute, wait you mean you?” Naomi 
rambled. 


“No no I was asking about you, I don’t plan to dye my hair unless it’s really bad,” he laughed. 


“IT see... um... hopefully this storm is almost done...” Naomi rolled on her heel, trying to keep the 
conversation going. 


“Yeah... I better head out... if that’s ok?” Yuuma said before slowly walking away. 
“Right!” Naomi said. Yuuma gave a thumbs-up before walking away through the halls. 


“That was painful to watch,” Ren said from behind the wall. 


“Yeah Mr. refuses to confess to the girl he likes even after we had a near-death scare,” Yuuma 
said. 


“Wait, you know she likes you?” Ren turned to him. Yuuma shrugged. 
“Tt’s not worth getting into a relationship right now,” 
“Yet you’re bothering me about it?” Ren crossed his arms. “Hypocrite,” 


“Well I already know Riko can take care of herself, and besides, I’m worried to drag anyone else 
into our lives,” 


“She already dragged herself in, and if you let her go she’s gonna try to enact vengeance for her 
sister, she’s not as clever as Riko,” Ren said. “You know this,” 


“Yeah...” Yuuma put his hands on his hips. “I don’t know what to do about her,” 


“Just let it play out, see where it comes, don’t lead her on or anything, see maybe you will be 
comfortable,” 


“Like you?” 
“Shut up,” Ren rolled his eyes. “Do you have plans for the rest of the week?” 


“Not right now, I think catching up with Riko and Kokichi, make sure they are both ok, figure out 
a plan with team danganronpa, take a nap,” 


“Oh yeah maybe we can finally cut the coffee costs!” 
“Excuse me?” 

“You haven’t slept at all since they were missing,” 
“Have you?” 


“Touche,” 
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When Kokichi woke up he was quite bummed Yuuma left him. Even then Kokichi still hasn’t 
gotten used to sleeping alone in his own bed. Either he was stuck in a small place with a least three 
people, in which he hopefully liked, or in a crowded orphanage where each bed had at least twenty 
people. To avoid this, Kokichi would often sneak out of the room after hours to meet up with his 
friends. They found a small rundown treehouse which they worked to restore to a usable decree. 
When he means to restore, Kokichi really means he got to sit around and watch because he was so 
small. 


They would sleep there as a group, Yuuma would either be outside in the moonlight or bring a 
candle. There were a few scares of tipping over the candle. 


There wasn’t much to do anymore, he was finally free yet he was trapped again, all be it in a place 
he liked with people who didn’t want him dead... except one, but he can deal with her later. 


Every time he thinks he’s free he is back to being trapped. Free from the cold, trapped in the 
orphanage, free from the orphanage, trapped in a killing game, free from the killing game, trapped 
in the mansion. When the storm ends, will he be free again? Will he never be able to show his face 


in public because everyone knows him? 


It was too much to think about, he hated it, Kokichi hated all of it. He walked over to the window, 
staring at the wind. 


He’s going to get a lot of time to think, but he doesn’t need that, he needs to get out there, he needs 
to actually live for once. He wants to figure it all out, but he can’t. 


He walked over to his desk, opened it, and found his contact lenses. The game gave him extra 
pairs. He always carried it with him, making sure everyone could see him that way. He liked 
making sure people could see him the way he wanted to be. 


He took the case and threw it across the room, he sighed before looking at the nearest reflective 
screen and removed the one he was wearing. Maybe he could at least try to be a bit more 
authentic. 


DICE 


Chapter End Notes 


it's slowly dawned on me how damn busy I've been. To lay it out, I got irl private stuff 
I'm busy with. I have a comic project I am completely redoing (which will be posted 
on my insta sleepy_koko when it's done) which may or may not be worth checking out 
if you like this fic, I'm trying to edit and set a timeframe for my oumeno fic, I'm still 
on my long term art project of drawing all my ocs which right after I got to start doing 
the art and WRITING for the video game I'm making 


and all while I work on a side story that is both for one of my ocs and for this fic, 
basically it will overlap but not exactly, hard to explain without getting into spoiler 
territory but basically outside of this fic I have one centric universe for every single of 
my ocs, if I make ocs for anything else they tend to find their way back in that 
universe 


without a doubt Riko and Yuuma are in this universe, Sachi and Ren will also show up 
likely, Kokichi will exist but in the form of another character, who will have 
similarities and go after this fic's backstory but will also have differences (mainly 
removing all the main danganronpa stuff) I promise this makes more sense in my head 


then it does in words and one specific scene appears I might explain more 


I'm thinking to make maybe next chapter a bonus chapter where I get to show some 
more art and ramble a bit instead of a proper chapter because of how busy I am. Also 
here is the order just in case 

Namie Nao 

Daido Misaki 

Sachi Kazu 

Yuuma Ren 

Kokichi Riko 


Yuuma went through a lot of design changes, those are on purpose 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


